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TITH Farce and Sound too long you have been teat «a, | 
W Tho ſome are with ſuch wretched Foys moſt pleas 4; 
But We, this Night in other paths ſhall move, | 
Tat lead to Honour, Innocence and Love: 

A Queen d:frefs'd, to touch the Ladies Eyes, 
Noble Prince, that for her Beauty dies, 
A Britiſh Queen, lamenting their ſad fate, 
And mourning over the Unfortunate. 

Woo is there here, that cou'd ſo cruel be, 

AF not to mourn at their ſad Tragedy? 

To fee ſuch Honour, and ſuch Beauty fall, 

And England's Queen mourn at their Funeral. 

Our Noble Britons, tho for Arms renown'd, 

Have for the Fair a tender Pity found; 

And in the midſt of Slaughter ſtill took care 

Not to deſtroy, 4s Tag the tender Fair. 

Then let this Ni our Coura Ub be ſeen, 

And guard the Britiſh and the bion Queen, 


CE TRE ES ee 
E PILO GU E. 


- By Jo. Haines. 


H O cou'd have ever thought to have fan # me. 
Tack*d to the End of a deep Tragedy? 
They might as well have dreſt me out to dance, 

Or ſent me an Ambaſſador to France. | 

Yet I am forc'd to come, for, ſay my Maſters, 

Tour Phix will bring 145: of from all Ds 


| Now 


EPILOGUE. 


Now you muſt know, I thought a Beau might be 

A better Suppliant for a Tragedy; 

His pretty Face, his Dimple, and his Smile, 
Might many tender Ladies Hearts beguile. 

But nolens, volens, Pricky muſt appear 3 

And what am I to ſay, now I'm come here? 

Oh! I'm to tell you that the Players ſay, 

Unleſs you kindly do receive this Play, 

There's above half of em will loſe their Pay, 

Nay more, the Poet too will loſe his Gains, 

Unleſs you're pleas'd to ſmile upon Count Haines. 

Let me not ſue in vain, You ſhining Sphere, 

Nor you my Pit-Friends, that to me are dear; 

My middle Gallery-Friends will ſure aſſiſt me, 

And for the upper Tire they never miſt me. 

Then let your hearty Wiſhes all be ſhown, = 
To give the Albion Queens their juſi Renown, 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 

Dube of Norfolk, Mr. Wilks. 
Daviſon, | Mr, Booth, 
Morton, 5 Mr. Mills. 
Cecil, Mr. Keen. 5 
Gifford, | Mr.. Bickerſtaff... 

LW OMEN. 
Queen Elizabeth, Mrs. Knight. 
Mary Queen of Scots, Mrs. Oldfiels, 
Dowglas the Page, | Mre. Porter. 


Ladies, Gentlemen, Guards, Ge 
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Cecil and 8 IE 


N Who took thee from thy Lowneſs! 
VA made thee ſhine 

| ES A living Monument of thy Miles 
"XD NM Favour ; 


' whence to look down, 


Men will appear like Birds or InſeQs to thee : 


FT Emember Daviſon, thou Riſing Star! 


Then plac'd thee on this Height, 
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The extremeſt Pinnacle of Height and Ruin. 


Great Oracle of Britain { Prince of Stateſmen ! 
Whom Men, nor Angels, ſcarce can praiſe enough, 


Thou art as far beyond a Sycophant, 
As I'm above the reach of Flattery : | 
Thou art my Equal now, nay more, my Friend , 


To make a Phenix in the Court, 


Now, when the madneſs of the Nation's grown 
To ſuch a height, 'tis to be fear'd—Death walks 


The Court that was the Planet, that ſhou'd guide us, 


Whilſt Mary, Scotland's Queen, that Northern Star, | 


Da. The Champions of her Faction are not few; 
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8 The ALBION QUEENS; or, the 
Remember too, thou now art in a Sphere | 
Where Princes to their Favours ſet no Bounds, 


And their Rewards, tho large and bottomleſs, 
Yet Stateſmen have no Mean betwixt 


Wi MI >= 


— 
nn 


Dav. Wiſeſt, and Juſteſt, that in Courts e'er dwelt ! 


Not Divine Plato ever ſpoke like you 

Plato, on whoſe ſweet Lips the Muſes ſung, 

And Bees diſtill'd their Honey in his Cradle. : 
Cec. No more, *tis worſe than Death for me to hear 

A fawning Cringer or ſubmiſſive Praiſer: 

I ſhou'd ſuſpect thee, did I not believe 


Thou art an honeſt Man, of Parts, a Compound 
That I have choſen *mongſt the Race of Men, 
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Dav. The Powers above, the ſtrongeſt Guard of Kings, 


Still place ſuch Men about our Roya] Miſtreſs, 


Cec. But now eſpecially ſhe nee:is their Aid, 


In Maſquerade, in ſtrange and many Shapes: 


Is grown into Eclipſe, with theſe Confuſions; 

Fears, Jealouſies and Factions croud the Stage: 3 
Two Queens, the like was never ſeen before, 

By different Arts oppoſe each other's Intereſt. 

Our Virgin Conſtellation ſhines but dia, 


Tho in a Priſon, darts her rival Light. 


Men of high Birth, and Titles plead her Cauſe; _ 
*Mongſt whom, the gallant Duke of Norfolk*s chief, 
A Prince that has no equal in his Fame, e 
A Man of Power and Wealth:to be reclaim'd, 1 
For his own ſake, as Weg e the Queens 
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Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 9 
And ſhou'd he plunge himſelf too deep in this, 
England may chance to loſe the beſt of Men. 
Cec. The Queen's peculiar fafety be thy Care, 
Therefore the Secretary's Place thine z 
In which high Poſt, as from a Perſpective, 
Thou may'ſt diſcoyer all her Foreign Foes, 
And home Conſpiracies, how dark ſoe'er : 
But moſt of all, let Mary be thy fear, 
And what thou hear'ſt, inform me of: Þ'il act, 
But in thy ſhape z be thou my Proxy ſtill, 
Dav. Not Cromwell eyer trod with ſo much Care 
The ſubtle Steps of the moſt famous Wolſey, 
As I the Dictates of the wiſer Burleigh=—— 
The Scotiſh Regent yeſterday arriv! d. 
With new-diſcoyer*d Plots to accuſe his Queen: 
And ſince (to poiſe theſe heavy Article) 
The Duke of Norfolk is from Mary come, 
And both are to have Audience ſtraight, —Behbold | 
The Man 1 fpeak off. 3 
Cec. Wait you on the Queen. [Exit Day: 


1 Enter Norfolk. 


Vour Grace is welcome from the Queen of Scotland. 
How fares that ſad, and moſt illuſtrious Pattern 
Ot all Misfortunes? _ | 
Nor. Doſt thou pity her? 
O let me fly, and hold thee to my Boſom, 
Cloſer, and far more dear than ever Bride 
Was held, by haſty Bridegroom in his Arms! 

Cer. My Lord, you wake me bluſh. 

Nor. Should the Hyena thus bemoan, ; 
And thus the neighbouring Rocks but echo him, 
My Queen, I wou'd deyour the precious Sound, 
And thus embrace him, from whoſe Lips it came, 
Tho wide and gaping, as the Mouth of Hell 
My Lord, I came to ſeek you; I've a Secret 
T' unfold, which while J keep it weighs me down, 
And when *tis out, I fear it will undo me. 


Cec. 


8 The ALBION QUEENS; or, the 


Remember too, thou now art in a Sphere 
W here Princes to their Fayours ſet no Bounds, 
And their Rewards, tho large and bottomleſs, 
Yet Stateſmen have no Mean betwixt 
The extremeſt Pinnacle of Height and Ruin. 
Dav. Wiſeſt, and Juſteſt, that in Courts e'er dwelt ! 
Great Oracle of Britain! Prince of Stateſmen! _ 
Whom Men, nor Angels, ſcarce can praiſe enough, 
Not Divine Plato ever "ſpoke like you 
Plato, on whoſe ſweet Lips the Muſes ſung, 
And Rees diſtilPd their Honey in his Cradle- 
Cec. No more, tis worſe than Death for me to hear 
A fawning Cringer or ſubmiſſive Praiſer: 
I ſhou'd ſuſpect thee, did I not believe 
Thou art as far beyond a Sycophant, 
As I'm above the reach of Flattery : 
Thou art my Equal now, nay more, my Friend 
Thou art an honeſt Man, of Parts, a Compound 
That I have choſen ' mongſt the Race of Men, 
To make a Phenix in the Court. 
Dav. The Powers above, the ſtrongeſt Guard of Kings 
Still place ſuch Men about our Royal Miſtreſs, | 
Cec. But now efpecially ſhe needs their Aid, 
Now, when the madneſs of the Nation's grown 
To ſuch a height, tis to be fear'd— Death walks 
In Maſquerade, in ſtrange and many Shapes: 
The Court that was the Planet, that ſhou'd guide us, 
Is grown into Eclipſe, with theſe Confuſions; 
Fears, Jealouſtes and Factions croud the Stage : "2 
Two Queens, the like was never ſeen before, 
By different Arts oppoſe each other's Intereſt. 
Our Virgin Conſtellation ſhines but dim, 
Whilſt Mary, Scotland's Queen, that Northern Star, 
Tho in a Priſon, darts her rival Light. 
Dav. The Champions of her Faction are not few ; 
Men of high Birth, and Titles plead her Cauſe ; 
Mongſt whom, che gallant Duke of Nor/9lk's chief, 
A Prince that has no equal i in his Fame, 
A Man of Power and Math be reclaim'd, 
For his own a ſake, as 18 the 
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Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 9 
And ſhou'd he plunge himſelf too deep in this, 
England may chance to loſe the beſt of Men. 
Cec. The Queen's peculiar fafety be thy Care, 
Therefore the Secretary's Place thineg _ 
In which high Poſt, as from a Perſpective, 
Thou may'ſt diſcover all her Foreign Foes, 
And home Conſpiracies, how dark ſoe'er: 
But moſt of all, let Mary be thy fear, | 
And what thou hear'ſt, inform me of: il act, 
| But in thy ſhape 3 be thou my Proxy ſtill, 
Dav, Not Cromwell ever trod with ſo much Care 
The ſubtle Steps of the moſt famous Wolſzy, 
As I the Dictates of the wiſer Burleigh-—— 
The Scotiſh Regent yeſterday arriv'd, 1 5 9 
With new. diſcover'd Plots to accuſe his Queen: | i 
And ſince (to poiſe theſe heavy Articles) 
The Duke of Norfolk is from Mary come, =o 
And both are to have Audience ſtraight, —Bebold _ 
The Man 1 ſpeak of, = „5 
Cec. Wait you on the Queen. [Exit Dav. 
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Enter Norfolk. 


Your Grace is welcome from the Queen of Scotland. 
| How fares that ſad, and moſt illuſtrious Pattern 
Ot all Misfortunes ? 
Nor. Doft thou pity her? 
O let me fly, and hold thee to my Boſom, 
Cloſer, and far more dear than ever Bride 
Was held, by baſty Bridegroom in his Arms! 

Cer. My Lord, you wake me bluſh, 

Nor. Should the Hyena thus bemoan, _ 
And thus the neighbouring Rocks but echo him, 
My Queen, I wou'd devour the precious Sound, 
And thus embrace him, from whoſe Lips it came, 
Tho wide and gaping, as the Mouth ot Hell— 

My Lord, I came to ſeek you; I've a Secret 
T' unfold, which while J keep it weighs me down, 
And when *tis out, I fear it will undo me. 


Cec. 
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10 The AL ION QUEENS; or, the 
Cec. Then hold it in your Breaſt ; let me not know 
What is not fit for you to | ſpeak, nor me to hear. 
Nor. Now, only now's the time, the Traitor Morton, 
The falſe, uſurping Regent, is return'd 
With all the Magazine of Hell about him: 
The Queen, my lovely Albion Queen's in danger; 
And if thou wilt not ſtraight adviſe thy Friend, 


Mary's undone, and Nor/olk is no more. . : dhe 
Cec. What is't, my Lord ? F And 
Nor, Firſt wear the Looks of Mildneſe, Ty) 

Such as forgiving Fathers do to Sons ; | Tis 

Yet 'tis no Treaſon, unleſs Love be Treaſon, | —_ 
Cec. Out with't, my Lord, b Thi 
Nor. I love the Queen of Scotland. | 1 
Cec. Ha! love her! how? 1 
Nor, How ſhou'd ſhe be beloy'd? | | Cat 

But as mild Saints do to their Altars bow. e ©, 
And humble Patriarchs kiſs the Copes of Angels. No 

Tec. Love her! for what? ; F An 

Nor. Not for a Crown I ſwear. No 

O © hadſt thou ſeen her in that Plight as I did, Ne 
And hadſt been Alexander, thou hadſt kneel 1 = 
Thrown all thy Globes and Scepters at her Feet, | 
And given a Crown for every Tear ſhe ſhed, CT 
Cec. I dare not hear you out, wc 


Nor. You muſt, you ſhall : 
Nor let your Ears be deaf alone, nice Stateſman ? 
And ſee yon Chriſtal Champion o'er our Heads, 
Throng'd with Immortal Warriors to her Aid, 
Whoſe Voices louder than the Breath of Thunder, 
And ſwifter than the Winds, proclaim to Earth 
Bright Mary's Wrongs, and my eternal Love. 
Cec. My Lord, you've ſaid too much, I dare not 
bear you. ; 
Nor. Is pitying the diſtreſt, and loving ber, | 
| Whom none but Envy hates, a Crime: 
Cec, You wou'd not marey her! 
Nor. Not marry her ! 
Yes, tho ſhe ſtood on Ætna's ſulphurous Brink, 
Tho its dread Mouth ran o'er with liquid Fire, 


And 


Death off Mary Queen of Scots. 11 
and mounting Flames higher than Phœbus ſhot, 
ed ſwim the burning Lake to graſp ber thus, 
Dec. For Pity recollect your baniſh'd Rong 
Conſider what you've ſaid, it muſt undo you: 
The Danger's greater far than I can feign. 
Po you not know that ſhe's accus'd of Treaſon ? 2 
That for the Royal Crown our Miſtreſs wears, 
she yer ſtands Candidate againſt all Force, 
And bopes to ſnatch it from her rightful Head. 
Nor. By thoſe eternal Rays that bleſs the World, 
Tis Malice foul, as that bright Orb is clear. 
O Cecil] tell me what thou truly think'ft : 
© hou haſt a Soul with ſhining Wiſdom crown'd, 
| hoſe virtuous honeſt Steps whoever tracks, 
May challenge to be bleſt: O! tell me then, 
Can Scotland's Queen with ſuch a Guilt be ſtain'd! 
Cec. I dare not utter every Thought that pains me, 
Nor can I longer with my Oath diſpenſe, 
An Oath that charges me for Life to hold 
No dangerous Secret from the Queen Farewel 
kepent my Lord, and urge this thing no more, 
For *twou'd be fatal, ſhou'd our Miſtreſs know it. 
Nor. The Queen 'muſt know i it, -you ſhall tell her too, 
Therefore I came that thou ſnoud'ſt interceed, 
You, from whoſe Lips the Queen takes nothing ill. 


Cer. Not for the Crown ſhe wears, word 1 acquaint 
her. 


e Ambition, Sir, 


The Queen has Jealouſy to give't a Name, 
Diſloyalty, Ambition is che leaſt. 


Nor. Raſh Man! thou wrong'ſt the Fachful ſt of her 
Subjects ; 


I'd touch a Scorpion r than her Scepter ; 

Her proud Regalias are but glittering Toys, 

And the leaſt Word, a Smile from Scotland's Queen, 
Is worth whole Pyramids of Royal Lumber; 

We only ask but Love and Liberty, 

Give us but theſe, we'll quit her all the reſt , 

For where Love reigns ſo abſolute as here, 

There is no room for any other Thought. 


Ces. 


r 


Queen Eliz. ben Davies: Women, Gentlemen, 


12 The ALBION QUEENS ; o, the 
Cec. My Lord, conſider what you'd have me ſay 
I dare not f peak—not think of it—Parewel, 
Nor. Tell her, or by my deſperate Love I ſwear, 
I'll ſhout it in her Ears, were ſhe hemm'd in 
With Baſilisks, or were ſhe Queen of Furies : 
Love, mighty Love, ſhou'd lead me, and protect me; 
And by thoſe Powers that pity the diſtreſs'd, 
If ſhe'll not hear me, I'll proclaim' yet louder, 


And trumpet to the World the __ Sound 


Of Royal Mary's Wrongs. Going. 
Cec. My Lord, my Lord, come back—to fave your 
Life, 


(For nought but death can follow ſuch a Raſhneſs) 
Reſtrain your Paſſion but a few ſhort Moments, 
And l' acquaint ber Favourite Leiceſter with it; 
*T'will be more welcome from bis Mouth than mine, 
Him I will arm with Reaſons for your ſake, 

As ſhall the leaſt incenſe the Queen's diſpleaſure. 


| Guards, all diſcover'd at the Throne. 


Behold ſhe : appears, the Scotiſh Regent too. 
Nor. Confuſion ſeize him. | 
Cec. Be ſure, my Lord, 

Whate'er you! os, and hear, contain your ſal. 


Q. liz. Alas! my Lords, when will you ceaſe com. 
gaining? 


And when mall this poor nts be at reſt ? 


To {2 vou till thus perſecute my Soul, 


My C. in, Sifter, eveiy thing that's dear 
No, ae bury me beneath the Center; 


Or by {ore e turn me into Stone, 


Men fix like a Statue, as high as Atlas, 


Round nie ich gaping Monſters as your ſelves, 
And under: 5h be this Inſcription writ, 

Lo, this was ce the curſt Elizabeth, _ 

The Queen of Wolves and Tygers, not of Men- 


Nor. 


or. 


That e'er adorn'd a Theme—how does the Queen 9 
O quickly tell me! 
Alas! I tremble, fearing *tis a Crime, 


To ſtab your Ears with ſuch a doleful Accent.” 


Then ſhe might hope, for they wou'd echo her, 
And ſometimes weep at the Relation. 


And Juſtice, that till waits upon your Throne, 
I humbly claim firſt to be heard. 1 


Say what you pleaſe, my Lord, you have my leave; 


And Grounds moſt juſt, in what ſhall be alledg'd. 


Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 1 3 
Nor. What's this I hear? Twas ſome Immortal ſpoke * 
Down all ye Stars, and every gaudy Planet, He 
And with your lambent Brightneſs crown her Head. 
Mor. The Parliament of Scotland, mighty Queen. 
(Begging Protection of their Infant King) 
Have ſent me to your Majeſty... 55 
Q. E. What King? what Queen have you but Royal 
Marr ' 5 8 
I'll here no more; go home, and tell your Maſters; 
And the crown'd Property, your cradle Prince, 
That here his Mother Mary, ſhall be own'd 
His Queen, and abſolute while J am ſo 
Mor. Moſt gracious Queen — 
Q. E. You ſhall be heard My Lord, [ro Norfolk. 
You're welcome, welcome as you moſt deſerve; 4 
The nobleſt Subject, and the braveſt Friend 
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How fares my Excellent and Royal Siſter ? 


Nor. Deſolate ſhe is; 


Cou'd I draw half that Pity from your Majeſty, 
As ſhe extorted from her Priſon Walls, 


Mor, 1 beg your Royal Hearing, now, before 
The Duke has charm'd you with a Siren's Story. 
By th? impartial Rights of Embaſſies, . 


QE. You ſhall: = 


Beware there ſcape no Malice from your Tongue. : 
Mor. So thrive my Hopes, as there is nought but Truch, 


Our Queen, moſt mighty Princeſs, Europe knows, 
Has long been wrapt in ſuch a Cloud of Crimes, 
That have eclips'd the Luſtre of a Crown, 

Whoſees into her Life—— © 


* QE. 


14 The ALBION Qu EENs; or, the 
Q. E. My Lord, 1 do command you ceaſe, or if | 
Lou ſpeak one word again to blot your Queen, 
I ſhall ſuſpect, as all the World has done, | 
'| 'Youhad a hand in that vile Regicidez _ 
Why were the Traitors elſe too black to name, 
| -Suppos'd by all Contriyers of the Murder, 
1 you protected from the cry of Juſtice? 
| If you have nought elſe to ſay, be dumb for eyer, 
[: Nor. Let Juſtice now be ſilent, whilſt from high 
Aſtrea looks, and wonders at her Oracle, [aſides 
Mor. Your Majeſty muſt give me leave to ſpeak, | 
|| Andplead the Right of Nations for my Guard-—— 
|! Your Subject, I am not. | on 
| _ ,Nur. Audacious Traitor! | | 
Mor. If innocent ! why is ſhe then a Priſoner ? 
If guilty, why againſt the Law of Nature, 
And Clamours of a Kingdom your Ally, | 
Do you bar the Gates of Juſtice, and ſecure her ? 
Q. E. To ſuch a daring Inſect as thy ſelf, 
J give no other Anſwer, but my Will: 
But as thou repreſent'ſt a Power above thee, 
I tell thee, proud Ambaſſador, tis falſe ; 
My Throne's an Altar with ſoft Mercy crown'd, 
Where both your ſelyes and Monarch may be bleſt, 
And all your Wrongs be equally redreſt. 
At home was ſhe not ſcandal'd and þbetray'd ? 
Nor Dignity, nor tender Sex was weigh'd ; 
Men fled to me for Refuge from a Crown, 
As ſafer in my Caſtle, than her Throne. 
Mor. Nay then I will be heard! 
If your Confederate's Danger will not wake you, 
Then your own Kingdom's muſt + behold a Letter 
By Navus wrote, and ſign'd with her own band, 
Sent to the Noblemen, her Friends in Scotland; 
V/ herein ſhe does aſperſe your Majeſty 
With Treachery, and Breach of Promiſe to her, 
But bids 'em be of Courage, and expect her, 
For ſhe is now aſſur'd of other Means, 
Some mighty Man, your Subject, by whoſe Aid, 
She hopes to be releas'd, and ſuddenly. 


Nor. 
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Nor. Moſt wiſe, diſcerning Princeſs, did you hear? 
Hear this bold Man, how loud he mouths at Princes! 
The baſe, degenerate Coward, dreading you, 

Now turns his Back, but worries till a — 

Q. E. Let him be heard. 
Nor. O ſtop the Traitor's Mouth! 

Hear not a Monarch by her Rebel ſtain'd; 

By that bright Throne of Juſtice which you fill, 

"Tis falſe, tis forg'd, 'tis Lucifer's Invention. 

Q. E. My Lord 

Mor. We've Letters too, and Witneſs, 

To prove that Allen, Inglesfield, and Roſs, 

Have bargain'd with the Pope, and King of Spaing 

To excommunicate her Son and ꝓou, 

And given a Reſignation of both Crowns; 

To that moſt Catholick Tyrant for his Service, | 
Q. E. Defend me Powers! this is a Mountain Treaſon? 
Nor. Prodigious Monſter ! 

Q. E. Are you not amaz d? 

My Guard, my faithful Cecil, more my Friend ! f 

Thou art my Delphos, to whoſe Oracle, 

Where ſhall I have recourſe, but unto thee 

Whole Boſom is my Guide, whoſe Breaſt my. * 

What think you now my Lord? 

Nor. Tis all Confpiracy. 

Ce. Ref}, and refer this Matter to your Count; 

Something may be in this, but more deſign, vs 
Mor. If all's not true, I'll give my Body up 

To Torments, to be rack'd, and die a Villain, 

Or ſtand the teſt with any he that dares. 1 
Nor, Quick, let me take him at his word i 

O that I had thee in ſome Deſart wild, 

As far from Man as thou art from Humanity, 

Where none cou'd fave thee but thy fellow Monſters ? 

I'd cruſh the Treaſon from thy venom'd Throat, 

As J wou'd do its Poiſon from a Toad. 

Mor, My Lord 
Q. E. My Lord of Norfolk, you are to blame. 
Nor, I beg your Majeſty to grant the Combat 3 

And I, as Champion for that injur'd Saint, 
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I, Thomas Norfolk, with this Arm will prove, 
That Mary, Queen of Scotland, is abus'd ; 
That ſhe is innocent, and all is forg d: 


Nay, till I have made him own to all the World, 


That he's not born of noble Blood, but that 
Some Ruffian ſept into his Father's place, 
And mors than half begot him. 

Mor, Gracious Queen 


Q. E. If Norfoll can fo ſuddenly forbear 


| That noble Temper was ſo long admir'd, 


And trample o'er fo rudely in my Preſence, 

The digni:y of Crowns and Lay of Nations; 

I can as ſoon recal the laviſh Bounties, _ 
That made this Mad-man equal with my ſelf : 
Nay, were you Duke of all your fancy'd World, 
Your Head as high as your aſpiring Thoughts 


Confels 'tis Frenzy, ſo go home and ſleep, 


Rut take this Caution, Sir, along with YOU comms, 


Beware what Pillow *tis you reſt upon. 


Nor. If to proclaim the Innocence of her 
Who has no Liberty to do't her ſelt, 
Be ſuch a Crime, take then this Life, and Honours, 


They're more your Majeſty's than his that wears em; '5 5 


But while I live, I'll ſhout it to the Skies, 
Whilſt Echo anſwers from this Ball of Earth, 


. Queen Mary's wrong'd, Queen Mary's innocent. 2 


Q. E. And mult J endure all this: 
Hence from my ſight be gone, be baniſh'd ever. 
Nor. I will obey your Anger, but alas! 


| You'll hear my Meſlage firſt from the fad Princeſs, 


Q. F. What ſaid ſhe? 

Nor, Here is a Letter from that ouilty fair one ? 
She bid me thus preſent i it on my Knees. 

Q. E. Before I read it, you may ſpeak my Lord, 

Nor. Mark but the Superſcription—is't not to 
Her deareſt Siſter Queen E lizaberh 2 

Q. „ R | 

Nor. But had you ſeen her write it, with what Love! s 
How with a Sigh ſhe perfum'd every word, 
3 as Eaſtern Winds, or _ Breezes, 


That 


rr —_—y — 


That ſteal the Sweets of Roſes in their Flights; 
On every Syllable ſhe rain'd down Pearls, 


And faid inſtead of Gems, ſhe ſent | go Bleſſings ; 


For other princely Treaſure ſhe had none. 
Q. E. Alas! what meaneſt thou, Norfolk? 
Nor. Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid, 

Go to the Queen, perhaps upon her Throne, 

Tell her, mine is an humble Floor, my Palace 


An old dark Tow'r, that threatning dares the Sky, 


And ſeems at war with Heaven to keep Day out: 
For eighteen Years of Winter, I ne'er ſaw 

The Graſs embroyder'd o'er with icy Spangles,. 
Nor Trees Majeſtick in their ſnowy Robes 3. 
Nor yet in Summer, how the Fields were clad, 
And how ſoft Nature gently ſhifts the Scene, 
Her heavy Veſtment to delightful Green, 


E. O Duke, enough, thy Language ſtabs my 1 1 


-. Soul. -. 

Nor, No feather'd Choriſters of chearful Note, 
Salute my dusky Grate to bring the Morn, 
But Birds of frightful Omen, Scriech-Owls, Bats, 
And Ravens, ſuch as haunt old ruin'd Caſtles, 
Make no diſtinction here *twixt Sun and Moon, 


But join their clattering Wings with their loud Creaks, 


That ſing hoarſe Midnight Dirges all the Hours. 


Q. E. O horror! Cecil, ſtop thy Ears, and mine. 


Now cruel Morton, is ſhe guilty now? 
She cannot be ambitious of my Crown; 
For tho it be a glorious Thing to ſight, 
Yet like a glittering, gaudy Snake it fits, 
Wreathing about a Prince's tortur'd Brow : ' 
And oh ! it has a thouſand Stings as fatal. 
Thou haſt no more to ſay ? x | 
Vor. I found this mourning Excellence along, 
She was aſleep, not on a purple Bed, 
A gorgeous Palate, but upon the Floor, 
Which a mean Carpet clad, whereon ſhe ſat, 
And on a homely Couch did lean her Head: 
Two winking Tapers, at a diſtance ſtood; 
For other Light ne'er bleſt that diſmal Place, 
. 
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Which made the Room look like fome ſacred Um, 


And ſhe, the ſad Effigies of her ſelf. 


Q. E. No more; alas! 1 cannot hear thee ou.— 
Pray, riſe my Lord, | 

N.r, O! never till you have Pity, 
Her Face and Breaſt 1 might diſcover bare; 


And looking nearer, I beheld how Tears 


Slid from the Fountains of her ſcarce clos'd Eyes, 
And every Breath ſhe ferch'd, turn'd to a Sigh, 
E. O! I am drown'd! I am melted all to Pity, 


Nor. Quickly ſhe wak'd, for Grief ne'er reſted 


long, 


And ſtarting at my ſight, ſhe bluſh'd and ſaid; 
Lou find me full of woe, but know, my Lord, 


Tis not for Liberty, nor Crowns I weep, 


But that your Queen thinks me her Enemy. 


Q. F. My Breaft, like a full Prophet, is 0 char, 
A Sea of Pity, rages to get out, 
And muſt have way—Riſe Norfolk, run, baſte all, 


Fly, with the Wings of darting Meteors, fly 


Swift as the mercifal Decrees above, 

Are glided down the Battlements of Bliſs, 

Quick, take your Queen's own Chariot; take my Love, 
Dear as a Siſter's, nay a Lover's Heart, | 
And bring this mourning Goddefs to me ſtraight; 

Fetch me this warblin Niolvingale, who long, 

In vain has ſung, ot BA 'din her Cage; 

And lay the panting Charmer in my Breaſt, 


This Heart ſhall be her Jaylor, and theſe Arms her 


\ Priſon, 
And thou kind Norfolk, ſee my Will obey d. 
Nor. O iun, and execute the Queen's Commands, 
Prepare her golden Coach, and Snow-white Steeds, 


The Pattern of that Innocence they carry, [Ex. 2 Gent. 


And fly more ſwift than Venus drawn by Doves. | 
Shou'd all the Clouds pour down at once open you, 
Make your quick Paſſage thro' the falling Ocean; 


Not the dread Thunder, let it ſtop, nor Lightning Gay 


you. 
Mor. 1 — 


1 
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Qi. E. No more, you ſhall have Juſtice, Sir, 
The Accuſer, and the accus'd ſhall both have Juſtice, 
Why was I born to Empire, to a Crown, 
Now when the World is ſuch a Monſter grown! 
When Summer freezes, and when Winter ſprings, 
When Nature fades, and Loyalty to Kings. 

Nor. When firſt the Fox beheld the awful Lion, 
He trembl'd, crouch'd, and faw his Lord, with fear, 
| Kings once were Gods, but now like Men appear; 
 *Tis for the Royal Fur, they hope to win, | 
The Ermin might be ſafe, but for her Skin: 
If Kings have any Fault, *tis but the Name, 
| And not who wears it, but the Crown's to blame. 

— | LExennt, 


ACTI, SCENREIL 


Norfolk Solus. 


| Nor. ( HO Ur the loud World, ſound all the yaſt 


BE Creation, 

Let proud Auzuſta, clad in Robes of Triumph, 
Thro? her glad Streets, with golden Trumpets ſound, 
And echo to the Ocean that ſhe comes: 

Maria comes, proclaim it to the Clouds, 

Let the four Winds from diſtant Corners meet, 
And on their Wings, firſt bear it into France, 
Then back again to Ediza's proud Walls, 

[Till Victim io the ſound th? aſpiring City falls. 


Enter Morton. 


Mor. My Lord, I came to find you. 

N A 3 
The mighty Jay that has ſince fill'd my Breaſt, 
And left no room for other Thoughts, has made me 
forget that you and I were angry 


Mors 
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But that ſhe 
The Lion, when he's bunted to the toil, 

Spares not himſelf, nor Foes within bis reach; 

But wounds his briſtly Hide, and tears the Ground, 
And all for precious Liberty he roars... 
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Mor. And I. My Lord 
Brave Spirits ſhow'd be ſtirr'd to wrath, 
As ſeldom asthe Center is with Earth- -quakes, 
Not like the Sea difturb'd with every blaſt : 
I came to ſpeak. with you but as a Friend. 


Laſt night when laid to reſt, prepar'd for Slumber, 


That gives ſoft eaſe to all but ſorrowſul 
And guilty Minds, a ſudden dread affail'd me 


Inſpir'd. by ſome ſuperior Power that aw'd 


And ſtole quick ra he to my crue} Boſom, 
My barb*rous Zeal, for a more barb'rous Cauſe, 
Began to lack, whilſt true Remorſe and Pity 
Sur priz d my Soul, and held it for the Queen. 
Nor. O may they ever hold Poſſeſſion there! 
Mor. They ſhall; all ſhe's accus'd of, is no more 
fr >ve to caſt her Fetiers off. 


Freedom, which He ven and Nature gave to all 


But cruel Man, aud yet more cruel Laws deny. 


What if ſome Nobleman ſhou'd be found out, 

A Subject of this Realm, to wed our Queen ? 
For here are Subjects of Eſtate and Rank, 

May weigh their Coronets with Princes Crowns. 


' Ner. Some ſuch there are, if ſhe wou'd think em 


worthy. 


Mor. She muſt, and will, ſhe bas no other hopes. 


Steering thus wiſe in a Sicilian Streight, 


Your jealous Queen will then be. freed from Fears 


By ſuch a Match, who all her Reign has dreaded | 


Her Marriage with ſome Prince of France or Spain, 
30 to convey her Title to the Crown, 


To the worſt Enemy this Nation has. 
Nor. Name but the Man- who dares aſpire to be 


Her kneeiing Slave, much more her royal Husband? 


Say is't not Leiceſter? 
Mor. All but your ſelf —— 


Mou ou d firſt have nam d the Duke of Norfolks 


Nor. 


ra 


Nor, Ha! 
Mor. Wonder not, Sir. 

Nor. I ne'er can be ambitious of a Throne, 
But if I were, I ſwear to thee O Morton ! 
J wou'd prefer the charming Queen to all, 
| To Crowns, to Empire, or "ren thouſand Lives. : 
Queen did L ſay? the Name's too great, too diſtant, 
And ſounds too mighty for a Lover's Hopes. 
Mor. The Planets all above, and Men below 
Have mark'd you out to be that happy Man, 
Nor. O were ſhe not a Queen, 
But born of Sylvan Race, her Royal Seat 
Some Moſly Bank, inſtead of Scotland's Throne; 
Under no Canopy but ſome large Oak 

A Crook in that bright Hand that once a Scepter ſway d. 
And Coronet of Flowers her Temples TG 
Wit round her all her bleating Subjects feed; 
Glad I wou'd be to dreſs me like a Swain, 
Beg from her Looks alternately my Doom, 

Mangle our Smiles, and mix our Woes together, 
Sit by her Side, freed from the Chains of Power, 

And never think of curſt Ambition more. 


to hide 


his Secret from the only Man can ſerve you. 7 

know you love the afflicted Queen: confeſs, 
Ind as ſoon as ſhe's arriv'd, I'll wait on her, 

Fall on my Knees, nay proſtrate on the Earth, 
Implore my Pardon of that injur'd Saint, 

And make it my Requeſt for all her Subjects, 

To take you for her Husband, and our King, 
and for her Dower, her Crown and Liberty, 
Nor, By all my ſhining Hopes, if thou art real, 
und mak'ſt us one, as we're one Soul already, 
will reward thee with that Crown thou proffer'ſt, 


\nd thou ſhalt reign for Infant James, and me; 
ut, if I find thee falſe 


ear mighty Vevgeaner, and aid me with thy Scor- 
. 


Lead | 
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Mor, Come, come my Lord, you wrong yOu Hopes, 


— 728 


1 == 


— 


Io0ou will go wait upon the Queen of Scotland. 
O Morton! be thou faithful, and be great.  [PFxjr. 


Saw but this Pillar off, the Building falls. 


Roar inthe Toi), with Hopes to free her ſtrait, 
Scours to her Aid, and meets the ſelf ſame Fate. 


But how bebay'd the Queen? Inform me Morton? 
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Lend me thy ſureſt Thunder thus to graſp, Dic 
Give me the Strength, and Rage of Hercules, Dec 
That I may take the Monſter in theſe Hands, = 
And when he proves a Traitor, ſhake his Body. Stru 
The Queen's approaching, one of us muſt part, Ha 

It is not fit we ſhou'd be ſeen together, 3p 


Mor. Farewel z. Greatneſs, I'll owe unto my ſelf alone, 
not the. | | 55 

Mary, like a proud Fabrick ſafely ſtands, 

Supported by great Norfolk as a Column; 

This hot-brain'd heedleſs Duke, to ſave the Queen, 

Runs, blind with Love, bimſelf into the Gin; | | 

Thus, when the King of Beaſts hears his lov'd Mate- 


Enter Q Elia. Cecil. Attendants and Guards. 


Q. E. My Lord, the Queen's already in our Walls, 
And paſling thro? the City to our Palace. . 
Mor. | hope this Meeting will be kind and laſting, 
And prove as joyful to your Majeſty, _ . 

As is our welcome Queen to all your Subjects. „ 
QE. My Lord, what mean you, who has welcom'd 
Mor, I mean the Shouts, the joyful Ring of Bells, 

Bonfires, that turn'd the Night to ſhining Day, . 

Soon as your Orders were diſpatch'd to bring her. 
Q: E. Were they ſo much tranſported at the News? 

Mor. No doubt to pleaſe your Majeſty they did it. 
Q. E. It does not pleaſe me; why was I not told it? 

J wou'd have added Water to their Flames, 

Dug up their Wharfs, and Sluices at their Gates, 

To quench their ſaucy Fires. | 
Mor, *Twas Ignorance 
Q. E. 'Twas Infolence! 


Did 
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Did ſhe not look as one that came in Triumph, 
Deck'd with the Spoils of all my Subjects Hearts? 
Did'ſt thou not read upon her guilty Cheeks, 
Strugglings, to ſhew a falſe diflembl'd Grief ? [Shout here. 
Ha ! in my Ears! and at my Palace Doors, | | 
Thus they would dare me, had they Forts and Cannons, 

Mor, This ſounds, as if the Queen were near, 


Enter Daviſon. 
? 


Q. E. Speak Daviſon ; what means this Shouting ? 


Dav. The Queen is come ; theſe thundering Accla- 
mations, i 


Proclaim your Peoples Joy, where · e er ſhe paſſes. 

It was your Royal Pleaſure, I ſhou'd meet 

This wiſh'd for, welcome Princeſs out of Town, 

But cou'd not paſs it for the gazing Thron 

So numerous, that, had your Majeſty beheld them, 

You wou'd have wept, as Xerxes o'er his Armies, 

To think that in an bundred Years, or leſs, | 

Not one of thoſe God-like Creatures wou'd be living. 
Q. E. Thou art miſtaken; for bad I been there, 

I ſhou'd have ſmil'd to hear the giddy Rout, 


hat in one Moment yill their Prince adore ; 
And ſacrifice the next. | 


Dav. Miſtake me not, nor your kind Subject's Loves; 
14 hope they did not mean it as a Fault. 


Q. E. Proceed; did they not ſtrive to give thee way? 
Not for my ſake, nor for thy Dignity and Place, 
Dav. Alas! 'twas paſt their Power !-I might as well 
ppoſe my Breaſt againſt a guſhing Torrent, 

Pr driven, the Ocean from its deep Abode, 

s ſtem the multitude—but mark what follow'd 3 
, or this was but the Curtain to the Scene, oy 
* Fou look difpleas'd, I doubt I've ſaid too much, 
and fear I have done them wrong, 5 
Q. E. I'll hear; go on. . 
Dav. The Queen no ſooner did appear, but ſtrait 
The obedient Croud ſhrunk back at her Command, 


aking a Lane to guard on every fide 3 


Did "of 
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Not Æolus with his commanding Breath, = 
Did the unruly Waves ſo ſoon controul, 
As ſhe with her mild Looks the Rout diſperſt, 

Q. E. Tis well: And what am I, ungrateful People? 


Dav. But till ſhe ſpoke, they hung like cluſter'd Grape! 


And cover'd all her Chariot like a Vine; 

| The loaded Wheels thick as the Duſt they hide 

And ſwarm'd like Bees upon her Coaches ſide, 

Matrons and Virgins in her Praiſes ſung, 

Whilſt tuneful Bells in grateful] Changes rung; 

All Harmony from Diſcord ſeem'd to low, 

And Shouts from Tops of Towers met Shouts below: 

| Nurſes, when they with Joy, her Face had ſeen, 

Wou'd, pointing to their Children, ſhew the _ 5 

Whilſt they (ne'er learn'd to talk) for her would try, 

And the firſt Word they ſpoke, wou'd Mary cry. 

Q. E. Tis falſe z thou wrong'ft my Subjects, 
They durſt not do this, durſt not, did I ſay ? 

My People wou'd not. 8 

What's this I hear? 5 | . 5 

Are theſe the perjur'd Slaves, that at my Sight, 

Have left their Callings, young Men left their Sports, 

The old, their Crutches too, wou'd fling away, 

And halt to ſee my Face—the Bridegroom at the Altar, 

That had his Bride by the Hand, at my Approach, 
Left the unfiniſh'd Rites to ſee me paſs, 

And made his eager Hopes wait on his Queen. 
Dav. And there are Millions yet, that ſo wou'd do. 


Q. E. No, I'm forgot, a new Thing has their Heart 


J am grown ſtale, as vulgar to the Sight, 
As Sun by Day, or Moon and Stars by Night. 
O Curſe of Crowns! O Curſe of Regal Power! 
Learn you, that wou'd ſuch Pageantry adore, 
Truſt whining Saints, the cunning Harlots Tears, 
And liſten when the perjur'd Lover ſwears, ö 
Believe the Snake that Woman did delude, 
But never, never truſt the multitude.— [Shout he 
Cec. Run, and proclaim the Queen's Commands to 
On Penalty of Death, they ceaſe this Shouting, _ 

Q. E. No, let em ſtun me, kill me, yes vile Traitors 


=. 


e 


[Shout her. 


) ͤ CANES Ye" 


bed fared n 


ors 


- It ſhall be in the Tower, there thou ſhalt ſi me. 
Thy Siren's Song, and let them ſhout in Anſwer, do: 2 


Run, ſeize the Queen, like Lightning ſtrait obey, 


Muſt ſhe be puniſh'd for my Subjects Crimes? 
The Cottage Floor with verdant Ruſhes ſtrewn, 


Behold ſhe comes, meer, and conduct her i in, 


And ſet her in my Place; my Crown preſent her, 


Once I was ſerv'd in Pomp, had many Friends, 


Methinks your Queen, and her poor humble Train, 
Look like a Crew of ſhipwrack'd Paſſengers, 
C 
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Ye ſhall have her ye long for, in my Throne; 


Falſe Queen ! you ſhall enjoy your Siſter's Crown, 
But it IHall be wich Stings of Scorpions guarded , 
Ard a worſe Plague to thee, than mine is now: 


PII teach ye how to flatter and betray- 


[Offers to go out, and comes in again. 
Where wou'dſt thou go? where wou'd thy Fury drive thee * ? 
W hat has my Siſter, what has Mary done ? 


Perhaps ſhe's innocent of all this Joy, 
And bears the Sound with greater Pain than I. 
Where ſhall 1 wander? In what Place have Reſt ? 


Is eaſier than a wretched Monarch's Throne, [Shout here, 
Daw. The Queen is juſt on Entrance. 
Q. E. Does it pleaſe ye? 


Why ſtay you here? Each do his Office ſtrait, 


And with your Hollows echo all the Rabble. 


The Deed is done, that Mary is your Queen 
But think not to his ſafe, for when I'm dead, 


gwilt on Dragon's Wings from high I'll fall, 1 
And rain doen Roy "Al Vengeance on you all, [Ex, omnes. 


2 nter . Mary, Dowglas, two oa ler, four Ladies. 
Q. A. Come poor Remainder of my loſt Eſtate, 


And found no Bleſſing in the gaudy Crowd; 
But now I am beholden to my Fate, 
That after having plunder'd me of all, 
Left me the gleaning of ſo kind a Few ; 
Friendſhip to Miſery i is reviving Food, 

Dow. What will betide us now? 

Q. M. Come near your Miſtreſs, 


Shuddering 
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Shuddering and wet, thrown on ſome Land by Night, 
Without a Friend to chear, or Fire to warm *em. 
Dow, Like them perhaps, we're caft upon a Shore, 

Where no kind Creature lives to pity us, 

But Wolves, dread Baſilisks, and gaping Monſters. 

Alas! what meant thoſe Shouts of Joy? to mock us? 
Is this the Court of fam'd Elizabeth ? 5 
And this the Throne where ſhe was ſerv'd with Throngs? 
Is this our welcome! where's her glittering Train? ba 
Here are no Croy7ds, no Face of either Sex, 
Put all abandon'd, like the Place we came from. - 

Q. N. Sure it was alla Dream, was it not Douglas! 
Thou little Angel that preſerv'ſt thy Queen, 
Appear'd like Mercy, and unlockt my Priſon; 
But I, ungrateful, and my Fortunes worſe, | 
Took thee young Role, from thy own fruitful Garden, 
And planted thee within a cold dead Soil, . 
Jo nip thy Youth, and with my Sorrows kill thee ; 
But ſhortly, T'll releaſe thee from my woes, 

And leave thee to enjoy when I am Dead, 
What thou ne'er found'ſt with me: Content, 
Dow, Surely the Queen will ſee you, now you are come, 
Elſe we do walk enchanted, and this Place 
Is not White-Hall, but Pavoles's Priſon ſtill. 


Q. M, Lend me your Hands, for I am faint, and weary, 


My Feet too tremble, and methinks the Floor 
Sinks under 'em, and now it fares with me 
Like a poor Mariner, that had been condemn'd 
To a cloſe Bark, a long and tedious Voyage, 
Who, coming to the Shore, ſcarce feels the Ground, 
And thinks the Earth does like the Ship go round. 
Dow, Here fit you down a-while. 

Q. M. What in her Chair? 
Then ſhe indeed may ſay I am ambitious, 
Ambitious of her Crown, which I am not; 


Now you upon the Floor encompaſs me. 
So, this is as it ſnould be; Is it not? 5 TH 
Thus baye we oft beguil'd the Time at Fotheringay—— 


Lend 


[Sits on a Stool. 
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Lend me a Glaſs, and prithee tell me truly, 
How do I look ? 
Dow. To ſee your ſelf, is ſtrait to baniſh Woe, 
And make you happy for that Day, I'm ſure 
It does your Servants when they look on you: 
You are ſo good, fo Perfect, and fo Fair, 
Beauty and Sorrow, never were ſo near 
In any but in you. 
Q. M. Alas! thou flutter me, Tante the Glaſs. 
Dow. In all the fatal Time of your Confinement, 
You rarely ſaw your ſelf; or if you did, | 
"Twas thro' ſuch diſmal Clouds of Garb and Sorrows 
You {carcely knew that Viſage ſo ador'd 
But now 'tis hard to tel} which ſtrives the moſt, 
Your Dreſs or Beauty 10 adorn each the | 
Behold elſe. 
Q. M. 2 me———ha! d'ye mock me! 
Who look* in the Glaſs? 
Dow, Maa! 
Q. A. Nas! theſe cannot be thy Miſtreſſes eyes, 
Mine were dim Lamps, that long ago expir'd, 
And quite diſſolv'd and quench'd themſelyes i in Tears. 
Theſe Cheeks are none of mine, the Roſes look not 
Like tempeſt beaten Lillies as mine ſhou'd ; 
T's For-neat is not graven with the Darts | 
Ot eighteen Years of ſharp eſt Miſerys, 
Nor are theſe lips like Mg blubber'd Twins, | 
Ne'er ſmiling, ever mourning, and complaining 
Falſe glaſs ! that flatters, and undoes the fond: 
[Throws away the Glaſs. 
Falſe Beauty ! may that wretch that has thee, curſe thee, 
And hold thee ſtill deteſtable as mine, 
Why tarrieſt thou to give me yet more woe? 
The earth will mourn in furrows at the Plow, 
Birds, Trees, and Fields, when the warm Summer's gone; 
Put their worſt looks, and fable Colours on, 
The ſullen Streams, when the leaſt tempeſt blows, 
Their cryſtal Smoothneſs in a moment loſe, | 
But my curſt Beauty, this malicious charm, 
No Time, long griefs, 1 nor blaſts of envy. harm, 
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And richeſt bed to reſt his weary Limbs? 


28 The ALBIOX Qurexs; or, the 


Enter Duke of Norfolk, 


Nor. What do I ſee, the Perſon, or the ſh 

» | ad 
Of the moſt Royal Majeſty of Scotland 8 ns 
And theſe the weeping Mourners of her For 


| | tune? 
Bright as Diana with her ſtarry Nymphs, A, 


Deſcending to make fertile Sea, and Land, 


T' enrich the waves, and bleſs the World with Plenty,— 

O riſe, moſt charming of all Creatures, Riſe ! £ 

Or yon bright heavenly Roof, that weighs the World 

Will turn the Scale, and mount the Globe above it. g 
Q. A. Who ſees the needy Traveller on foot, | 


(When he approaches to his long'd for Inn) 


Welcom'd, careſs'd, and ſhew'd the faireſt Roow, 


Or who beholds the Beggar on his ſtraw, 
Crying for Alms, before the rich man's door, 


And bids him rife ? go, Duke, and ſhun this wretch 


Fly Mary's fate, for ſuch and worſe is ſhe, 
Nor, Rife, charming excellence! Or by your ſelf, 


The greateſt Oath that I can take, 


I'll bear your precious body in theſe arms, 
(Forgive the Sacrilegious Violence) N 
And ſet you in that proud Imperial Chair, 
Beneath whoſe ſcornful feet you meekly lie; 
Nay, I wou'd do't, were this ſhe Tyrant by; _ 
Tho ſhe ſtood here, and dar'd me with Revenge, 
I'd feat you in that Place in ſpite of ber. HE 
Q. M. May all that's great and good, forbid, 
Nor. The Powers above, and Mortals all below, 
Wou'd praiſe me for that deed —— who can behold 
England's bright Heireſs, Queen of France and Scotland, 
Whoſe Veins run treaſur'd with the ſacred Blood 
Of Fergus, and a Hundred Alba Kings, 


Lie thus neglected, in a State thus mean? 


Who can behold it, and at once be loyal ? | 
0. 17. O rempt me not with thoughts of any State, 
But this that I am in; it was a Viſton : 
The World till now was but a dream to me. 
When I was great, I always was in Danger; 5 

: | Siddy, 
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Giddy, and fearful, when I lookt beneath, [ | 
But now with ſcorn 1 can ſee all above me, 
Happy in-this, that I can fall no lower, 

Nor, O fay not ſo, for pity of Mankind, 
Leſt Fate deſcends in Battles, Plagues, and Fire, 
To ſcourge the Earth for ſo profane a Sight, 
And treating thus the Majeſty of Queens, 
Had I the Thunder, Nature's ſelf ſhou'd wrack, 
The frighted World ſhow'd at my Burden groan, 
Whilſt thus I fell with my immortal weight, 
Thus at your feet, and cruſhe its Soul away. 
But as I am Norfolk ſtill, the meaneſt wretch, 

Let me dig out of thee a Grave, and ſay, 
As raying Ariſtotle to the Sea, 
Since I can't conquer thee, thou bury me, 

Q. A. Riſe gallant Duke, and ſhew me if you can{R3/es; 

Where ſhall the wretched fly to be at reſt? 
1t was but yeſterday I ſcap'd the Wreck, 
And now ſo ſoon again ſet out at Drift, : 
To Rocks, wide Seas, and vaſt extended Ruin; 
That nothing but a Miracle can ſave me. Ee 
Nor. O cou'd 1 dare but whiſper't in your ear, 
Or claim the ſacred Promiſe once you made, 
Here you ſhou'd meet that calm Repoſe you want, 
In Norfolk's grateful breaſt, 
Q. AM. O name not Love! 
Love always flies, the wretched and deform'd, 
And I am both; Sorrow has play'd the Tyrant, 
Plow'd up this once fair field, where Beauties grew, 
And quite transform'd it to a naked fallow : 
That you had once my Word *tis true, but *twas 
When I had hopes to be a Queen again; 
I thought to give you with ſome Charms a Crown, 
Which you deſerve, but now they all are fled, 
I am not worth the taking, ceaſe the Thought. 
Nor. You are above ali Wealth, all Queens to me, 
Your glorious head was ſhadow'd with a Cr: | 
And brighter body ſeem'd but coar{ely clad 
With Robes of Majeſty, like Stars o'er- clou did. 
Thoſe caſt away, the Cherubim appears, 
* | 
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Bright as the World was in its Infant years; 


Eas d of this Sumpter, take your happy Flight, 

The lighter by the Load of ponderous Crowns, 

You bear the badge of Heav'n, whereer you go, 

And Beauty's mine, more worth than all below. 
Q. M. Where ſhall 1 fly? 
Nor. To Scythia, Wilds of Beaſts, 


Or any where but this accurſed Place: 


To Scotland elſe, where the repenting Morton, 

(Whom real pity of your maichleſs Sufferings 

Has turn'd a Saint) has writ to all the States 

To meet, receive you, and approve your Choice, 
Q. M. Firſt Jet my Virtue, with my Mind conſult, 


Nor, Nay, while we think, we ſtumble on our Graves, 


Or Priſon elſe; you know not what the Queen, 
And your vile Foes are now conſulting of. 
Q. A. To fly ſulpected, is to make me guilty ; 


Tet ſhe condemns, and ſhuns me like a Monſter, 
Denies what to the meaneſt Criminal ſhe grants. 

Nor. A Moment will undo us. : 8 . 
Q. M. Whilſt Fears, and Hopes, to be victorious ſtrive, 


Like Seas with bold contrary Winds oppreſt, 
They rouze the quiet Ocean in my Breaſt. 


Enter Daviſon and Guards. 


Dav. The Queen, my Miſtriſs, to her Royal Siſter, 


The wrong' d and beauteous Majeſty of Scotland, 
Sends by her Slave, the deareſt of all Loves, 


Not ſuch as wanton fickle Lovers give, 


But ſuch as Friends, and Royal Friendſhip owe to Virtue: 


She lovingly intreats you wou'd accept 


of this her Gaurd, 


Nor. Ha! | ; 
Dav. Not as a Reſtraint. 
But to protect your life againſt your foes, 


Which till ſhe Prizes dearer than her own, 
Without are Officers prepar'd to wait you, 


To an Appartment neareſt to her ſelf, 1 
| My 
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My Lord, it is the Queens Command, 
You leave this place, and inſtantly aitend her, [Exit. 
Nor. Immortal Powers, a Guard! 
Q. Au. Haſte, noble Dake, prevent ber threatning Rage, 
Plead for your {elf behold I am not worſe, 
Then when you ſaw me firſt at Forheringay, 
Nor. Oh rigid Caution! Virtue too ſevere ! 
You have done a cruel Juſtice on your ſelf, 
| And quite undone your Norfolk, 
M. Give me your hand; | 
I will be yours, or ne*er will be another's, 
That as my Heart! but oh! moſt gallant Norfolk / 
Some time aliow to weigh the nice e regards, 
Of jealous Honour in a Prince's Breaſt; 
Cruel Example, cruel Greatneſs awes 
Our Sex, and Monarchs with the hardeſt Las 
Farewel. 
Nor. O Tyrant Law! more cl Greatneſs till ; 
Man till forbidden knew not what was III: 
And till Ambition ſow'd the fatal Strife, 
Husbands were bleſt, each Bride a happy Wife; 
Virtue once reign'd, and then was fo renown'd, 
Valour made Kings, and Beauty oft was crown'd, 
Merit did then, much more than Intereſt plead, 
The bappy Pair but lik'd, and ſoon agreed; 
But now Love's bought, "and Marriage grown a Trade 
Eſtate and Dower are in the Ballance weigh'd. 
Love ſtill was free, till Pride got in by ſtealth, 
And ne'er a Slave tl undermin'd by Wealth. 
[Ex. Farr 
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"ACT I. SCENE 1 


Enter Morton and Daviſon, 
Mor. Ow famous Daviſon, *tis in your power, 
Jo be the Genius of your threaten'd Nation; 
And the Protector of your Crown and Laws. 
A glorious Merit offers to eſpouſe you, 
And make your Name in England's cauſe renown'd 5 
Your Miſtreſs muſt not ſee the Queen of Scotland. 
This you muſt ſtudy to prevent, for 'tis 
To give a Dagger to a Lunatick, 5 
How does ſhe hold her yeſterdays Reſolye ? | 
Dav. Juſt as I fear'd for in her Bed-chamber, 
Early this Morn I found the Duke of Norfolk, 
Upon his Knees petitioning for the Queen; 
At firſt ſhe ſtarted, whilſt her Eyes ſhot Flames, 
And bid him in a Fury ſtrait be gone 
Then, with an elevated Tone, ſhe cry'd, 
What muſt I ne'er be kneel'd to, but for her! 
All Knees, all Hearts, muſt bend to her alone : 
Whilſt I like the dull laviſh Animal 
That bore the Goddesſ' Image on his back, 
Am worſhipt owy but for her. D 
Mor. Said rarely! 5 1 85 | 
Dav. Then on a ſudden, call'd him back again, 
Blotting a tear that fell in ſpite of her, e 
And bid him go to the diſtreſt poor Queen, N 
Sending her Ring, and with it many a Sigh ; T 
Tell her, ſaid ſhe, tho Jealouſies of State 
Forbid that we ſnould met. not many days, 1 
Not many hours I am reſoiy'd to live, | A 
Unleſs I hold her in theſ: Arms for ever. * 
 44or, Then all my fears again return. 
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And wou'd not ſtoop to ſee the Scot / Queen, 


Dav. The Duke 8 | 
Rale from the Ground, exalted and inſpir'd, 
Leaving the Queen with Cecil and my ſelf ; 

Put ſoon on us, preſuming to adviſe her, 

She thunder'd, as th? Immortals on the Giants, 
And made us feel what 'twas to war with Heaven: 
Then ina Rage ſhe darted from her Cloſet, 

And threw the Door ſo hard with ſuch a Fury 

(4s I hays ſeen her Father Harry do) 

That made us tremble, 

Mer. What wou'd you adviſe ? | 
Dav, I know not, for ſhe wearys her Attendants, 
And fain wou'd ſhake *em off; ſurveys each Chamber, 
And meaſures every Appartment in the Palace | 

A hundred times, „„ 
I know the Cauſe, and tho her Soul's too proud, 
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Yet ſhe ſeeks all Occaſions out to meet her, 
And therefore loyters like a Miſer's Ghoſt, | 
About the Treaſure that it lov'd on Earth. 
Mor. This mighty Duke muſt be lop'd low, or fall; 
His towering Branches are too vaſt, and high, 
Under whoſe Tops our Queen ſecurely lies, 
And mocks the juſt avenging Storms above. 
He thinks he's clear'd from all Accounts of Guilt, 
But I have that will ſet him in arrear, 
Ne'er to be paid, and ne'er to be forgiven. _ 
I'll to the Duke. ö | [EX!f» 
Dav. And I'll go ſeek the Queen. 


As Daviſon is going out Gifford meets him. 


W hat art thou that has haunted me fo long: 
Thou lock'ſt, as if thou mean'ſt to draw my Picture, 
I faw thee in the Preſence of the Queen, 
Which as I left, thou follow'dſt me, 
And ſtill ſusvey'ſt me with a curious Eye. 
What wou' dſt thou with me? Say, what art? 
Gif. A Man; DO e 
And what indeed is rare in ſuch a Place, 
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A Miracle at Court; an honeſt Man. 
Dave. That were in Truth, a Wonder. 
Gif. I am a Prieſt, 


Dav. How dareſt thou peep thy Head within theſe 


Walls ? 
I'll have thee ſeiz' d. 
Gif: Thou hadſt better, if 'twere poſſible, 
The Guardian Angel of thy Miſtreſs ſeize : 
I'm hir'd to kill the Queen. 
Dav. Oh monſtrous Villain! 
Gif. I am no Villain, but a Scourge to Villains. 
Dav. Oh horrid ! moſt unheard of Impudence ! 
Durſt thou ay this to me that am her Servant? 
 Gyf. Becauſe you are, therefore I ſought you out, 
I came not here to act it, but reveal it. 
Hell cou'd not reſt, and know it. 
- Dav FThou Cay'ſt well ; 
W bat dire Companions in this Tragedy, 
Haſt thou ? who ſet you on? 
Gif. Oh they are mighty 
Nor was the Queen alone i have felt the Blow. 
Dav. Is not the Queen of Scotland in the Plot? 
Speak as thy Virtue prompts thee, and the Throne, 
Thy Innocence, and Heaven, be all thy Guard. 
Gif. I know that for her ſake this was contriy'd, 
Am Witneſs too ſhe was conſenting to it. 

Dav, Wert thou alone to act this monſtrous Treaſon + 
Gif. No, five bold Traitors more, beſides my ſelf, 
(Curſt that my Name ſhou'd e'er be read for 1 

All made of Nature's rougheſt, fierceſt Mould, 
Have enter'd in a damn'd Aſſociation, 

(Start all that's humane and divine to hear) 

To kill the Queen! to murder Majeſty, 

Their ſeveral Inſtruments of Fate, in Sport, 
They made the Guilt of Chance : to one by Lot 
A Sword fell to his Share, the next a Gun, 

The third a Piſtol, Poiſon had the fourth, 

The fifth choſe Water for the Deed, who was, 
If all the reſt had fail'd, t' have fuk her Barge, 
Rowing ſome Evening, as her Cuſtom is, 
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From Greenwich; and this Dagger was my Lot. 
Dav: Thou'ſt gain'd a glorious and immortal Credit. 
Gif. I can produce what will amaze you worſe, 
No Necromancer ever ſhow'd the Face 
Of a ſuſpected Stealer in a Glaſs, = 
As I the lively Figures of theſe Monſters, 
In glorious Oſtentation of the Deed, | 
Painted on Tablets, ſet in Gold, with Babington 
High in the midſt, and in his threatening Hand, 
Graſping the Weapon that ſhou'd kill the Queen. 
Dav. Oh Villains! didſt thou ever ſee Queen Mary ? 
Gif. Yes, and have ſeen her Letters to the Pope, 
To the Confederates, and to Babington. 
Dave. To Babington ! ſay! does ſhe write to him? 
Gif. To him l am the intruſted Meſlenger, 
Dav. Doſt know 'em to be her's? who gave em to thee? 
_ Grf, Her Secretary Curl, „ | 
Dav. But are you ſure they are the Queen's own Hand? 
Gif. Her Hand I know, and this I'm ſure's her writing, 
To me they are firſt deliver'd to convey. f 
%% [Producing Letters. 
And henceforth, as they come into my Hands, 
To you I'll bring them, | : 
Dav. Do ſo, which I'll open; 
And cauſe them to be neatly counterfeited, 
Then ſend the falſe, and keep the true ones by me. 
But hold, we are perceiv'd, come follow me, 
And when time ſerves, I'll bring thee to the Queen. 


[Exeunt.. 


Enter Q. Mary, Dowplas, and Attendants at the other 
| Door, and ſees Daviſon and Gifford, 


A.M. Shew me the unfrequentedſt Gallery 
To walk in ; for we have not chang'd our State, 
We only have a little larger Priſon, 

Dow. Ha! | | 

Q. M. What ails the Guardian Genius of his Queen? 
þ Why this Diſorder ? Wherefore did'ſt thou ſtart ? 

Dow. Saw you that Fellow, Madam: 
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Q. M. Yes, why asks thou? _ 

Dow, I know not but a ſudden Horror ſeiz'd me 
At that Man's Sight— 
Was not that Daviſon, and he together! > 
In private Talk? Ab, Madam, Daviſon, 

A Spy of Quality, a Legier here 
Of Plots againſt your Sacred Innocence, 
By your unſpotred Soul! juſt ſuch a Perſon, 
(I wilh he's not the ſame) I often ſaw _ 
With Navus, during your Impriſonments 
Oh my prophetick Heart, warns and fortels me, | 
There's Miſchief gangering in your ſcarce clos'd Wound, 


QA. There's no Fear, for my kind Siſter's Love, 
And my own Innocence ſhall conquer all 


That Hell, or Malice, can invent againſt me. 
Dyoto. What mean ' theſe Drops? O Stars ! what means 
this ſhaking! 

| Young Prophets never wept, nor trembled ſo, 

For Pity when they toid the Fate of Kingdoms, 

Ab brighteſt Star that e'er adorn'd the World! 

Take, take young Douglas Counſel, and retire ! 

O ſhun this barb'rous Place; and fly this Moment, 

Q. M. What do'ſt thou mean? 
Dow, I know not, but am pull'd 

By {ome ſtrange Deſtiny, that ſeems to you 

As if I ray'd, but bleſt were vou, *twere Madneſs, 

Laſt Night, no ſooner was J laid to Reſt, 

But juſt three Drops of Blood fell from my Noſe, 


And Rain'd my P:liow, which I found this Morning, 
And wonder'd at. 


Q. M. That rather lou betoken 
Some Miſchief to thy felt. 
Dow, Perhaps to Cowards, 

Who prize their own baſe Lives, but to the Brave, 
"Tis always fatal to the Friend they love. 
Mark farther, 1 was ſcarcely fall'n aſleep, 
Laſt Night, no ſooner was I laid to Reſt, 
But you were repreſented to my Fancy 

Deck't like a Bride; with Norfolk in your Hand; 
The amorous Duke that ſmiles with every Glance, 
Whilſt you return'd them with more piercing Darts; 
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But ſtrait it ſeem'd to lighten, and a Peal e 1 
Of dreadful Thunder rent you from each other, 


Whilſt from the Cieling, painted o'er like Heaven, 
Methought I ſaw the furious Queen of England, 


Like angry F4no mounted on a Cloud, 


Deſcend in Flames, at which dread Sight you yaniſh'd. 


Q. M. Theſe are but Starts of an o'er watchful Soul, 


Which always repreſents to us aſleep, 


What moſt we fear, or wiſh when we're awake. 
Dow. Ah my beſt Miſtreſs! on my Knees 1 beg, 
Tho the braye Duke be as renown'd as any - 


That e'er the Antients firſt choſe out for Gods, 


Tho never Man fo rivall'd all the Sex, 
And left them bare of Virtues, like himſelf, 


Vet for your precious Life's ſake, that's more worth = 
Than thouſand Dukes, break off your Marriage with him. 


Q. M. My little Guardian Angel, thou haſt rous'd 


And beat a War within my Breaſt, between 
The Intereſt of my Love, and Preſervation : 


Thou know'ſt 'twas long conſulted, and at laſt 
Concluded beſt for my uncertain State; 
Leiceſter and Cecil, both have given their Words, 
And Morton too, to gain the Queen's Conſent, 
Dow. There's Morton in it, therefore go no farther. 
Q. M. Thou wouldſt not have me wed the gallant Duke. 
Yet thou woudſt have me fly: Where ſhall I fly? 


I dare not go to Scotland, that lays wait 


To catch me in an hundred Snares of Death, 
And into France I muſt not, willnot go; 

For then my Siſter might with Reaſon ſay, 
I went for Help to drive her from her Throne 
Dow. See where he comes, juſt in the Moment, Fate, 


Lo your ill Stars againſt themſelves are are kind, 
And ſend to warn you, that you might avoid it. 


Q. M. What ſhall 1 do? Say, Dowglas, lo, I ſtand 
Like one that in a Deſart loſt his Way, 855 
Sees ſeveral Paths, yet knowing not the right, 

Stands in amaze, and fears to venture upon any. 
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My Lord, I fear it will be fatal to us, 


Enter Norfolk, and Morton, 
Nor. What'! what, in Tears, thou mourning Excellence 


Shed not the precious Balm in vain, but ſpare it 
To heal the World, when Nature is a dying, 


And Chaos ſhall be threatned once again. 


O ſave thoſe Pearls to buy large Empires for us, 
And when we have lived long Centuries in Love, 
To purchaſe twice as many Years from Fate. 


Mor. Weep you, when Love and Eymen gladly wait 


Jo banifh Grief for ever from your Breaſt? 


QM. Morton, I will proceed no farther in this Marriage. 


Nor. What do I hear ? | 

Q. M. By all my hopes, I muſt not. 
Moſt gallant Norfolk, to your generous Love 
I owe my Freedom, nay, what's more, my Life, 
And Mary's Heart is but the leaſt Return 
That ſhe can make ; but if that Heart proves fatal, 
A wretched Load to curſe with Woes the Owner, 
And ſink the noble Veſſel that it freights, 


Dity forbids me then to be fo cruel 
Think I deny you for your own dear Safety, 


Think 1 deny my felt—run, fly, forſake me, 

Seek not for fnelter in a falling Tower, 

But leave me to be wretched here alone. 8 
Nor. Shou'd all the Fiends break looſe, and ſtop my way, 


And yon blue marble Roof and Stars deſcend, 


To cruſh me and my Hopes; I'd on this Moment, 
And periſh with my Love, but I'd enjoy her. 


Give me thy trembling Hand, the whiteſt Lilly, 


Set in the faireſt Garden of the World, 


| Chaſter, and purer than the Virgin Snow 
If 'tis a Sin to blot us with a Tear; 


O!] cou'd it ſpeak, twoud expiate its Crime, 


And fay my Soul {till wants a rougher Language, 


To chide my Albion Queen. | 

Q. M. Ceaſe, Norfolk, ceaſe. 
By all your Hopes of Happineſs and mine, 
Your kinder Genius, not my own foretels 
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This Deed will be the ruin of us both: 
Firſt break it to the Queen, gain her Conſent. 

Mor. That is already done; | 
Leiceſter long ſince implor'd her Royal Leaye, 

She knows it, and in not forbidding it, 
Her Silence may be taken for a Grant, 

Q. M. Delay it but a Day, and let me haſte, 

(If Shame, your cruel Foe, will give me leave) 
And ask the Queen's Conſent. 

| Mor, You yet create new Hazards, 

And till forget the Queen denies to ſee you: 
Beſides, that were to wake ſome new Surmize 

Of State, perhaps ſhe'll then demur on the Requeſt, 
And call your Foes to Council; which if done, 

And paſt Prevention, ſhe'll not blame the Deed. 
Nox. O gallant Morton] let me hold thee thus; 
- More pitiful than ſighing Virgins are, 

And kind as interceding Angels, thou. 

Mor. Go quickly then, and tye the ſacred Knot, 
Due to your Intereſts, due to matchleſs Love. 
Elizabeth ſhall jealous be no more, 

Nor fearful then that any Foreign Prince 

Too ſoon ſhou d join his Kingdom to your Right, 
And claim your lawful Title to the Crown? 
Go inftantly—howe'er ſhe ſeems to frown, 

She'll ſmile within her Heart, when once 'tis done. 

Nor. By all your Woes now felt, and Joys to come, 
And more; by all your precious Vows I charm you. 

Q. M. Why do you hold me ? where d'ye hurry me? 
To be your Fate ! to be your Enemy ? 

Nor. Remember, O remember Fotheringay ; 
Forget not what it heard, and echoes till, 

' Your oft repeated Vows, and Norfolk's Groans. 
Qi. M. Some pitying Angel from above look down, 
And ſhew me ſtrait the Path that J muſt follow. 
Mor. Away; the Sun ſeis forth like a 1 gay Bride mam 
with you. 
Q. M. Come then, conduct me, Gince 1 muſt. 
And now Ambition, Empire, all be gone, 
Tleaye you with your heavy weight, a Crown. 
D 2 Mor 
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As thro? a Sky of Jet, Stars glitter moſt. 


Mor. Curſt Accident, the Queen is here. | 
Q. Hts chat you ſay? O take me from her 
Sight | 
Toy, and pale ny within like Giants fight: 
Hope bids me go, my trembling Heart ſays ſtay, 
But who can Love and Reaſon both obey? 


Do what you will with me, away, away. [Retire, | 


Enter 2 Elizabeth, Cecil, Daviſon, Lords, Attendants, 


Gaards : Q. Elizabeth fees 2. oy and Norfolk, go» 
ing off on the other fass 


Q. z. Ha! ſee my Lords, behold ! 
Is that the Queen, and Norfolk fo officious ? 


Traitor! 


Cec. May it pleaſe your Majeſty, it is. _ 
Q. E. Bid him come back ſee, ſhe comes with him too. 


My Lord, how durſt you approach that Hand ? 


Nay, talk with an Offender againſt your Queen? 
And flight thus plain my abſolute Commands ? 

Q. M. Alas! let not the noble Duke for me be blam'd, | 
Nor bear a weight ſo heavy as your Anger, | | 
When I am thought by you the foul Aggreſlor * 


He only met a poor abandon'd Wretch, 


Loſt in a Wild, and put her in the way; 
For here 1 wander by my ſelf forlorn; 


Know few, and taken notice of by none. 


E. She has a Royal Preſence; awful Form! 
By hoſe bright Conſtellations o'er our Heads, 
Which Story feigns were charming Women once, Me 
There is not half that Beauty in thoſe Orbs, En 
Nor Majeſty on Earth. 22 
Think you my Lords, 5 
That ſhe appears ſo beautiful as fam'd 2. 
Give me a Glaſs—ha ! how's this Jewel plac'd! ! 
What a vile Curl, and aukward Patch is here? 
Look but on her, and yet methinks, 
She's much beholden to her Sable Dreſs, 


re 1 n 


Cec. 
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Cec. Not to deny the Charms of Scotland's Queen, 

Your's rival her's, and all the Sex. 
QE. Nay, now you groſly flatter me my Lord, 
Tis long of ſuch mean Sycophants as thou, 
That Princes are fo wretched, ne'er to know 
The Errors of their Perſons, or their. Minds. 
| . M. What ! nota word! am not I worth one word! 
Now Stars! I dare you now to do your worſt. 
Lou cannot curſe me more now if you wou'd, 
Q E. Ha! ſhe ſhoots Magick from her very * 
And every Word's a Charm that lulls my Rage; 
Like falling Props of mild and gentle Rain, 
They wear into this Breaſt of Adamant. 
Aſſiſt me now my Courage, Pity, Friends, 
Support me all! how ſhall I bear it now? 
Q. A. Nor yet a Look ! not one kind Look upon me 25 
No Token that I once was Scotland's Queen? 

Q. E. Hear'ſt thou this Burleigh - cruel Daviſon ! 
Ye Seed of Rocks, ye Brood of Wolves and Tygers! 5 
v' ve turnꝰd me into Stone, more monſtrous than your ſelves? 

If I but look on her ſhe awes my Sight; | 
Like a loath'd Fiend 1 dare not ſee the Light, , 
Q. M. Did I cer think our meeting wou'd be thus? 2 
Thus Mary and Elizabeth ſnou'd greet! 
So do the Chriſtians with the Pagans treat, 
The brave Plantagenet with Ottoman, 
The Golden Eagle with the Silver Creſcent, 
But never thus, the white Croſs with the red. 
Nor, This needs muſt charm, were ſhe more 18 as: 
Voman— 
She melts, yet fain wou'd hide i6—happy Signs: 
Q. M. The friendly Ocean when the World was made, 
Took care to join our Kingdoms near together, 
And ſhall not we our Loves, and tender Hearts 2 
We, who one happy loving Iſlands holds, | 
Of the ſame Sex, 
And one rich Blood travels thro both our Veins. 
Shou'd we thus meet, and at a diſtance talk-? 
Q E. Support me, Cecil. | 


| 
1 
| 
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Q. M. The beauteous Margaret, your Royal Anni, 
Whoſe right and lawful Grand-Daughter I am, 


Met not my Grand- father, the valiant James, 
With ſuch a ſcornfnl and neglectful Brow; 


For if ſhe had 1 never had been born, 


And you not known the hated Queen of Scotland. 
Q. E. Come life me from the Place where I am 


| rooted, 
On Wings of Angels, bear me to her Arms. 
Q. M. Whate er may be the Effects of Nature's Power, 


In your hard Breaſt; I'm ſure that part of you, 


That is in mine, torments me to get forth, 
Bounds upwards, and leaps from me to embrace you, 


My whole Blood ſtarts 


Q. E. And mine can hold no longer mann | 


My Siſter—oh ! [Run and embrace. 
Q. AM. Can this be rea] ? 


Q. E. Throw thy lov'd Arms, as I do wine about thee, 


And never ſeel leſs Joy than I do now. 
Oh ! "tis too great, it is unſpeakable, 
Cleave to my Breaſt, for I want words to tell. 

Q. M. Then Injuries farewel, and Woes be baniſh'd ; 
Forgiveneſs now, and Pleaſures fil my Breaſt; 


They were not half ſo great, when J efpous' q, 


And threw theſe Arms about young France's Neck, 
And laid me down the Queen pF half the World. 

] fee] the Blood of both our Anceſtors, 

The Spirits of Tudor and Plantagenet, 

Glow thro* my Veins, and ſtart up ro my Lips, 
To parley with, to wonder and to kiſs, 

Their Royal Brothers hovering upon thine. 


QE. Winels ye Powers! take notice how I love 


Har} 
Worſhip this Token, as glad Saints receive, 
Embaſſ⸗ :dors from bigb. 
. M. O let me 003 $ 
Give my wild Joy ſome Breath, ſome Room to walk 
in; 
O'! 1 Hall burſt into a thouſand Pieces ! | 
As many Atoms, as my Queen has Charms 


A 
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A thouſand Years of Pain is not enough, = 
For this one moment of Seraphick Joy. 

That ſhe is kind, and thinks me innocent! 
Innocent ! that one Word's far above 

The Wealth of Crowns, nay all but you, and Loye; 

Q. E. Ah Royal Siſter ! urge my Guilt no more, 

But blot it from thy Breaſt, as I from mine, 

Down on your knees All that regard my Frowns. 

Behold your Queens, both Scot and Engliſh here, 

Hear, thou wide Ocean, hear thy Albion Queens, 

Let my dread Voice, far as thy Waves be heard, 

From Silver Thames, to Golden Tweed proclaim, 

With Harmony of Drums and Trumpets Sound, 

Not me, not her alone, not one, but both, 

Sound Mary, and Elizaberh your Queens. | 
[Kettle Drums and Trumpets ſound, and beat here, 

then all riſe again from kneeling. _ 

Q. M. O! be leſs kind, leſt Fate ſhou'd ſnatch my 

- A „„ . 
And hoard 'em up for an immortal Treaſure, 
For they *re too great for mortal Senſe to bear. 

Q. E. I do her wrong to keep her from new Joys, 
Each moment ſhall beget each hour bring forth _ 
Freſh Pleaſures, and rich Welcomes to delight her. 
Prepare her Table, deck the Bed of State, 

Let her Apartment ſhine with Golden Arras, 
Strew Perfumes in her way, ſweeter than Incenſe; 
Rare as the Sun draws every Morning up, 
And fragrant as the Breath upon her Lips 
Soft Muſick ſound where'er ſhe wakes or ſleeps; 
Muſick as ſweet, harmonious, and as ſtill, 
As does this ſoft, and genile Boſom fill, 
Thus let us go, with hand in hand combin'd, 
The white Croſs with the red, thus ever join d. 
England with Scotland, ſhall no longer jar; 
And Albany, with Albion no more war;. 
But thus we'll live, and walk thus every Day, 
Till from the Verge of Life, we drop away; 
So haye we ſeen two Streams, with eager Pace, 
Haſten io meet, and lovingly embrace, 
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Making one Current, as we make one Soul, 
Till Arm in Arm, they in the Oceaz roll, Exeunt. 


eee. 
ACT w. SCENE I. 


Enter Cecil and Daviſon ſeverally. 
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Cec. XN. Eep Daviſon, and drown thy head in Tears; 
f e Or let thy Tongue for Eloquence fo fam'd. 
Be mute for ever, once like Angels ſounding, 
To charm the Ears of our offended Monarch. 
The gallant Duke, the Darling of his Country, 
| The Scipio, the Delight of all Mankind, 
f The Nation's Glory! Star of ſhining Virtue, 
s loſt. You came from ſearching of his Cloſet, 
We. are his Friends, ſay, have you any hopes, 
j Daw, O none | the falſe and treacherous Morton, 
That fir'd the Duke's fond Paſſion for the Queen 1 
Then like a Villain to his Foes betray'd him; 17 
This Serpent of Deluſion has diſcoyer'd, 
What e'er the Brave, and Generous-hearted Man 
Did in his harmleſs Mind intruſt him with. 
Cec. What Token, or what Circumſtance of Treaſon 
Amongſt his Papers found you? . | 
Dav. Very little, 55 | i 
Beſides his aim to wed the Queen of Scotland, 
Let one thing points ſome colour of a Guilt, - 
It did appear he furniſht her with money 1 
To aid her Friends in Scotland, Who, you know 
Now at this time invade our Engliſh Borders. 
Here is the Paper, which, alas! was found 
Under the Quilt, beneath poor Norfolk's Bed, 
Plac'd there on purpoſe, as ſuppos'd by all, 
By Hickford, a Domeſtick of the Duke's, 
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Who, apprehended, has accus'd his Maſter. 
Read here a Liſt of ſeveral Lords, his Friends, 


As Arundel, Southampton, and ſome others, 
All order'd to be taken. 


Cec. Cruel chance! 
What Temper holds the Queen in this extreme ? 

Dav. Fiery, and cool, and melting in a Breath, 
At one ſhe ſighs, and pities the fall'n Man, 
And the ſame moment rages, and upbraids him, 

Cec. O ſhe muſt worſe be ſtung before to morrow z 
How will ſhe bear her (elf when ſhe ſhall know 
The foul Conſpiracy of Babington 
Place Gifford ready as the Queen comes forth; 
'Tis dangerous to conceal it any longer. 
Methinks I pity leſs the fate of Mary, 
Now it has coſt the ruin of the Duke- 
See where he comes, wou'd Cecil had no bs: 
Yet be bears manly up, rears his ſtout head, 
Like a bold Veſſel in a Storm, and ſcatters 
Bright Beams of Majeſty thro' all his Clouds, 


Enter Deke and two Guards. 


Room for the Duke 
Nor. Room for the Duke Room for no Duke, nc 
Subſtance now, 
The Emblem of diſſembling Gasag rather, 
Man is the trueſt Dial of his Fate, 
His Prince*s Fayour, like the Sun at noon, 
Shews not a thing ſo beautiful and gay, 
But as the Planet ſets, too ſoon he ſpies 
His growing ſhadow painted on the ground; 
O Cecil! thou and Teicefter have undone me; 
Brought by thy cruel caution in theſe fetters, 
And by the Traitor Morton thus betray d. 
Cec. Theſe Tears be witneſſes, 1 never meant it. 
Nor, I muſt believe you, yet you are 
Too good a Stateſinan, and t00 1 nice a Friend, | 
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Firſt let me grovel in ſome loathſome Dungeon, 
And feed on Damps and Vapours like a Toad, 


Fuet after all, not one ſhou'd be ſo baſe. 


And tell me when ' tis off, if then it talks, 
Or calls out for his Alban Queen to help him 


Cec. By all that's juſt, you wrong the Love I bear I That 
ou 
5 Behoid the Queen—1'l] gain your Life, braye Duke, x 
Or hazard now my own. This 
Enter Q. Eliz. Morton, Gentlemen, Guards, Ladies, "0 
Moſt abril moſt royal, and beloy'd ! "gb 
Behold your Cecil bends, who ne'er yet ſu'd N 
To you in vain—O ſpare the gallant Duke, And 
Who in this Act of Adoration, vows, No 
Henceforth to prove the faithfull'ſt of your Vaſſals, But 
And from this Hour to abjure the Queen of Scotland. 0 0 
Nor. Hold, Burleigh, hold, proceed not for the Globe; Tha 
If the leaſt word that Ill abjure the Queen, Sho 
Scapes from thy Mouth, by my bright Hopes, tis falſe. I and 
Thus I'Il ask pardon, tho I never wrong d you, Kant The 
Tis but a word, and 1'll do't again: 5 C 
For Kings are like Divinities on Earth, Arpa 
Whom none can ſerve, but muſt ſometimes offend' * A 


But to deny my Love, and to diſclaim her ; 
O you bright Powers! abjure my Alban Queen = 


What! to ſave my Life! a hated Skull! 
Had I as many Heads as I haye Bairs, 
Reap'd from this Body like a Field of Corn ; 


Q. F. Tou M find, bold Duke, this one has ſaid woo | 
-.-- ct; 


And done more than a thouſand Heads can anfover——= 


Go ſend him to the Tower. 7 
I'll have him tryd to morrow, and if guilty, V 
Beheaded ſtrait; ſend his ambitious Head, 7 

To travel for that airy Cromn it look d for; in 


Oh where, my Soul! is there a Friend that's juſt 2 u; 
Or after him a Man that I can truſt — A. 


Nor. 
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8 7 
Nor. You need not doubt it. > 

That dying Martyr who invokes her Name, 

Calls for more Aid than all the Queens on Earth. 

She is her ſelf thy Genius, but for her, | 

This Iſle had been like flaming tna found, 

Or as the World was in a Deluge drown'd. 

Q.. She's falſe ! and thou a moſt ungrateful Traitor 
Here's Morton, Cecil, all the World can tell. 
Thou didſt aſpire to marry her, and get my Crown, 

Nor. By my immortal Hopes, I am betray'd, 
and ſhe's abus'd by Traitors Dk 
No Cecil won't; no honeſt Subject dares, 

But Morton as the worſt of Furies may, 
O ſhe's ſo good, ſo innocent, and mild, 
; That, Sotland, wert thou curſt to that degree, 
Shou'd all thy ſcatter'd Seeds yield nought but Poiſons, 
And pregnant Women bring forth none but Mortons, 
Thou haſt aton'd for all thoſe Plagues in giving her. 
Q. E. Away with him, and let me never ſee 
That Head again, but on a Pinacle. | 
Nor. Be witneſs all ye Powers, 1 bear it mildly, 
And for my Fate, I kneel again, and bleſs you; 
May you live ever, and for Norfolk's Death, 
o dire Remorſe, diſturb your Balmy Reſt. 
ut may your ſoft Eternity glide on, | 
In Dreams of Paradiſe, and Golden Slumbers; 
Put for the injur'd Queen, inſpir'd 1 riſe; 
\nd tho a threaten'd Prophet, yet dare ſpeak : 
IV hene er ſhe falls, may her Accuſers all 
Prometheus Vultures in their Bowels feel, 
ud with their King of Traitors roar in Torments. 
* Put thou a Queen, that judg'd this Royal Martyr, 
Loud Cherubims to earth your Guilt ſhall ſound, 
bich worſe than the laſt Trumpet ſhall rebound ; 
Vake or aſleep, her Image ſhall appear, 
und always hollow Mary in your Ear. [Exit guarded, 
Cec. Now, Daviſon,'s the time. ee | 
Dav. May't pieaſe your Majeſty==—_—_ - 
What ſhall be done with the offending Queen? 
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Q. F. Nothing, bold, ſaucy Penman—I ſay no- 
thing N 3 
Send Norfolk to the Tower, but on your Lives 
I charge you, uſe no Violence on her; 
Make not ſuch haſte, too ſoon you'll break this Heart, 
Then glut your ſelves with Slaughters of my Subjects. 
Cec. Then ſo much for the Duke—call Gifford in 


Enter Gifford. 


| If you are ſteep'd as in a Lethargy 

| Of Love, and o*er-grown Mercy to the Queen, 
And will not let your Eyes behold your danger, 
Then we who are your watchful Servants muſt—— 

Behold and hear, for 'tis ſo loud and plain, 

That 'twill aſtoniſh every Senſe about you. 
This Man, this honeſt Man, whoſe Statue ought 
To be ſet up in Gold in all our Streets, 

Inſpir'd from above, diſcovers that himſelf 
With five bold Rufhans more, were all (et on 

By Mary Queen of Scots to murder you. 

Q. E. To murder me! 5 
Dav. With Sacrament they bound it, 

More horrid, than e' er Catiline invented, = 
Who to enſlave Rome ty'd it with human Blood. 

Firſt view the Monſters pictur'd to the life, 

Each with their ſeveral Inſtruments of Fate | | 

Wav'd in his Hand, with which to Hell they ſwore, 
If either of em fail'd, to write your Doom. 

Q. E. Protect me Angels! 
Cec. What does this make you ſtart ! 

Do theſe ſtrange Hieroglyphicks raiſe your wonder? 

The Slave that fired the gaudy Fane at Ebheſus, 
Deſerv'd to be a Saint to theſe ; he ſtrove 
But for an odious Credit after Death, 

But theſe alas! preſumptuouſly defy 
. Heaven and the World, to anticipate the Blow, 
And tell Mankind they glory in the Deed. 


Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 49 


Q. E. What's here! a Latin Sentence which their chief 


Does ſeem to bellow from his heiliſh Mouth. 
Theſe are the Men whom Danger only leads, 
Here is thy Face makes one amo ng the TING 

Gif. With Horror 1 confeſs it. 

Q. E. Tell the reſt. 

Gif. I will; but wonder when you bear what Men 
Of ſeveral Stations club'd to do this Miſchief: 
The Elements are not ſo aptly mixt | 
To make a perfect World, as they to act a Deed, 


Wou'd ſtartle Nature, and unfix the Globe, 


And hurl it from its Auto wes and Hinges. 
The firſt is Babington rich, and of f Birth; 


Might lift him to be rank'd amongſt the Nobles, 


Voung. proud, and daring, fiery and ambitious. 


Q. E. I know the Gentleman of Derbyſhire ; 
He came to me for Leave to go to France. 
Si The ſame, 
Q. E. Ob horrid ! who can rad a Villain! 
How ſubtly Nature paints, bides a falſe Heart, 
And ſhrouds a Tr aitor in an Angel's Gard! f 


The next. 


_ Gf. Tilny — 3 Courier. 

Cec. What, the Queen's own Servant? 

Dav, I know him too, his Father's only Hopes, 
Heir to a great Eſtate. Oh Parricide! 


61. This Barnuel.— turbulent, and precipitate, 
A bloody minded W reich, fir for the Deed ; 


| Ot Ireland, 


Cec. I believe each Word des ſay'ſt, 
Without his Country it cou'd have been no Plot, 
Gif, Sarvage—a itufhan of the worſt Degree, 


And never to be painted as he is, 


Stew'd in 2 Brothel-houſe, and tann'd in Blood. 


Q. E. Oh Queen! oh Mary ! where's thy Refuge now? 2 | 


Gif. The fifth is Charnack, Student of the Law. 
Laſty, to make the Compound great, my ſelf. 


Q. E. Ive heard too much, hence and be dumb for ever. 
O for the Quiet that my Mind has loſt ! 


Strip me of Glory, Titles and Renown, | 
” E BY 
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I'll give 'em all for that fo bleſt Repoſe, 

| Laſt Night I felt ; deny me not this Prayer: 

. Curſe me with Madneſs, blaſt me wich Diſeaſes, 
i Turn all theſe Hairs to Snakes upon my Head, 
| To hiſs me from the Stage of mortal Life, 
5 Melt this loath'd Diadem with Lightning down, | 
Not as it ran before it was a Crown, 


| And to a Deſart let me trait be ſent, 

; I'll ſuffer all make her but innocent. | 
| ec. *Tis fit you double all your Strength about you, E 
i And let the Queen immediately be ſeiz "He 
| Q. E. Tis 1alſe, ſhe is abus'd, and this is ſorg d: 4 : 


; She is not, nay, ſhe ſhall not ouilty be. 
| See, Monſter, Fury, Traitor! altogether Jeſuit! 
he ure thou prov'ſt this Crime upon my Siſter, 
| Be (ure thou doſt without the ſmalleſt Doubt, 
| Or 1 will rack thee with ten thouſand Tortures, 
No I will have thee long, long Years a dyi ing, 
Feed thee by Weight to ſtarve a Grain a Day, * , 
Whilſt thy vile Fleſh, whole Ages ſhall me 4 8 
And Spirits by ſlow Degrees diſti away. | 
Yet, Oh! *tis all too little to recall | 
That wealthy Maſs of Quiet thou haſt loft me. : I 
Cec. *Tis the 508, 77 of all your faithful Subjects, 5 
That you'd be pleas'd to ſeize the Queen of Scotland, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould act what is but vet deſign'd. 
| Dav. Your ſacred Life's in Hazard every Hour ; 
| For your poor Kingdom's ſakes, and for your own. 
1 For all your Nation's Lives depend on Yours, 
| Q. E. Riſe- | 
ö Let the Conſpirators be apprehended, 
Of whom this Gifford gives you Information. 
| Cec. And not the Queen? 
|: QE. O ſpare my Siſter's Life! 
if Tf nothing but a Queen's Blood will content you, 
il Take mine, you barb'rous Hunters. 
Cec. Alas! 
| | E. Be gone, why was this hiden from me ſo long 7 
f If this were real, I had ſoon been dead, 
| And then ne'er felt the Blow, cauſe unſuſpected, 4 


r r end boos 


Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 5 1 
But now ten thouſand Deaths are not ſo painful 
As this curſt Life, which thou doſt ſtrive to laye. 

My Soul's in Torment, Reputation, all 
In this loath'd Act which thou would'ſt have me do. 
Cece. Whoſe Sou], whoſe Reputation will be rack'd 
And cenſur'd with ſevereſt Pains hereafter, 
If by your fond Neglect you loſe that Life, 
Intruſted by the Powers to guard your Nations, 
And leave your Laws and Liberties betray d, 
Your People all a Prey to foreign Monſters, 
Dye, and bequeath the Dagger in your Breaſt, 
To brood, and get an hundred mouſand mor e, 
Perhaps as many as your Subjects Throats. 
Nay, we muſt ſpeak 5 think wit you will, and weep, 
For not to tell you, *tis to be more cruel, 
Q. E. But how ſhall 1 be cenſur'd, = 
To throw this charming Gueſt fo quickly from 
My Boſom, and then ſhut her in a Grate ? 
Twas but jaſt Night ſhe bad another Priſon, 

Cec. There's now no Time for Anſwer or Diſpute 3 

Either reſolye her Fat te, or bear your own. 


Q. E. Be gone, I charge you, tempt your Queen no 


more, 
Woman was form'd of Mildneſs, Love and Piry, - 
Take from me f1:{t the Soſtneſs of my Sex, 
Were I the hot revengeful Monſter, Man! 
A Man ! a Savage fierce Hyrcanian Tyger, 
Yet I cou'd not be fo cruel,” f 
Cec. Then ſince you'll ſhut your Ears to all ſafe Counſel, 
Rear Witneſs you Celeſtial Powers, and you 
My Queen, 1 have diſcharg'd my Duty, 
Abd clear'd my ſelf of your approaching Danger ; 
But ere that dreadful Day of your Eclipfe, 
Come Daviſon, let thee and I go wander: 
Far we'll remove where ſuch a horrid Deed 
Shall neither blaſt our Eyes, nor reach our Ears, 
England farewel ; I've ſery'd you well and long 
We'll not ſtay here to be good Counſeb's Martyrs, 
And to be torn in Pieces by the Rabvle, 


E 2 When 
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When you are dead, which we forewarn'd you of. 


Tho n&er ſo juſt, and cautious of your Fame, 

A King's Miſcarriage is the Stateſman's Blame. 

Q. E. Stay, I command you 

Arreſt a Crown ! Impeach a Sovereign Queen! (aſide. 
Here, take my Crown, depoſe me firſt, or kill me, 

Let Giffor ds Dagger do its fatal Office; 

Then like a Neſt of Tyrants you may reign, 

And under publick Laws do publick Wronge, 


But Roval Power can never be fo cruel. 


Cec. Behold ſne comes, command we apprehend her. 

Q. F. You have my Leave, do with us as you pleaſe— 
But, Tyrants, fend me ſtrait, where by your Power, 
Theſe cruel Eyes, may never ſee her more, [Going off 


Enter 2, Mary and Dowglas, Ladies and Gent. 


Q. M. Turn, turn your Face, and give one long'd for 
Look | i i 
2 


My charming Queen! the Morning's gone, and yet 


1 have not feen thoſe Eyes that bleſs the Morn ; 


Show not thoſe Looks where Beams of Juſtice ſhine, 

And Pity ſiis inthron'd with Majeſty ; | 

I hear the Duke of Nerf9ik's in Diſpleaſure; 

Why ſiahs my Queen, why bend your Royal Head, 

As loth to grant? Can Mercy, ha! Can I too plead in 
vin * | | | | 

Nav, then 1'il bind you with thoſe Chains of Friend{hip, 


Lean my fad Check on your's, and mix your Tears with 


mine. OT] | 
E. Now reſcue me, cr I am loſt. 
: * 
Dav. Guards execute your Orders on the Queen. 


We beg your Majeſty: for Love of Fame, 


By your unbyaſs'd Rule, and Charms of Juſtice . 
Rouze your imperial Courage and. diſplay 
An awful, and offending Step. | 
Cec, For now your Wiſdom, Crown, and Life's at Stake; 
Nay, and the Lives of all your faithful Subjects, 


For this one precious Moment of your Conduct. 


Q. M. I will obey your Orders, frigat not me, 
| | Nor 


* 


Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 

Nor ſtir my Soul, ſo lately us'd to Wrongs. 
W hat is my Crime? yet wheretore do I ask? 

For Chains look lovelier far about theſe Arms 
Than Diamonds; and Tears hang on my Neck 

More beautiful than Strings of Orient Pearl. 

Q. E. Ah cruel Princeſs | we are both undone, 
You have robb'd your Siſter's Breaſt of its Treaſure, 
More than my Crown, you've robb'd me of your tell. 

Da. Mary, late Queen of Sco-land, y'are impeach'd, 
By the Name of Mary Stewart, of High Treaſon; 
For plotting to uſurp your Sovereign's Crown, 
And hiring Babizg:0n to kill the Queen, 


QA. Hear Thrones and Powers, that guard the In · 


nocent! 

The Gorgon is at laſt diſclos'd to vie. 
What! kill my Siſter ! hurt your precious Life! 
O Monſter of Invention! Cruel Falſhood ! 

And ob vile Calumny begot in Hell! 
Nay, then I ſee my Ruin is decreed, _ 
The Duke muſt die, and 1 muſt ſuffer too. 

zur ciuel Foes, bad you no way but this? 
To blaſt me with Eternal Infamy ! 
And oh brizht Vengeance! is there none in Store? 
Will Fate, that Provideace from none debar, 
And every living Inſect claims a Share? 
Will you lock fait your 4damantine Doors, 
Now when a Queen, ay injur'd Queen implores ? 

Q. E. Incroaching Pity ſtop thy flowing Torrent, 
And cbbing Nature ſink to that Extreme, 
Of cruel Brutus, that condemn'd his Son; 
For this is now my Trial. 

Q. M. Say amongſt you, 5 
Who is that Man or Devil, chat dare accuſe me? 

Dav, The Traitor has confeſs'd his Guilt and yours, 
With Letters that you fizn'd to do the Deed, 


Q. M. Hear, hear juſt Powers! and all your Guard of 


Kings! 
Hear Royal Maid, for Virgin-Pity fam'd ! 
Heard you how they did ſlander Majeſty } | 
And can you bear ic! Half theſe Veins are yours, 
My Royal Title, tender Sex the fame, 
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Doubly of Kin, in Royalty and Blood, 


And oy you hear your Siſter, hear your feif fo Rain "| > 
O blame not me, but curſe the Fate of Princes; 


Wes are bur Guardians of our Subjects Rights, 
And Stewards of our own, none bound 0 faſt 


Jo keep the Laws they make, as the Creators ſelves. 


Alas! J am like one, that ſees far off, 


Have all the Wiſhes of a Friend to ſave you, 


But ty'd by Oath, and cannot ſtir to help you. 
Q. M. This Babingion, 
Muſt be ſome Villain hird to do this Treaſon, 


And lay it upon me; but bear me witneſs all, aad you 
That of disjointed Atoms form'd the Sun, ; 


The ſhining Heavens, the Planets, and th ze World, 
So wonderful and glorious as they are, 


ho ſees into the Soul, and all its Wa'ks, 


Taro” this dark Mon'd, tranſparent as a G laſs! 

O may theſe fatal Eyes, worſhipp'd like Stars, 
Drop from this Viſage once like Heaven ador'd, 
And leave this Face a Death's Head to be ſh und; : 
Or may this horrid Hand, this Hand, or this, 


That once was fragrant wk the Brea th of Ringe, 


That kneel'd to kiſs this wrong'd, this innocent Hand 5 
Ray it crop from me like a wither 'd Branch, 


From this vile Stock, and never ſprout again, 
If e'er I will'd the Deed, or ſign'd ſuch Letter. 
Ges E 3 time for me to go, is't not my Jailors ? s 


1 have ſeen more than any Tiger cou'd. 


O pity' 4 Qui en! Farewel. ” » 


Q. m Is then your boaſted Love, debas“ ito Pity ? 


O tay 1 and mingle Kindneſs with your Juſtice ; 
beg not for my felt, but for my Fame, 


10 dye? s no Pain, but to dye branded is a thouſand Deaths. 


E. Enough | *tis Cruelty in me to go, 
And worſe to ſtay. 
Q. M. Vet I iptreat you to ſtay; : 


Are you ſo cruel to believe me perjur'd 7 ? [Holds her. 


Q. k. Vet looſe, for Pity of us both, let go, 


The World bas not fo griey'd a Wreich as 1, 
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and thou Jay'ſt hold upon ſo weak a Bough, 
That the leaſt weight will ſink me quite with thee. 
Q. M. Hear me, thou deaf and cruel Queen! ah no! 
Thou mild as Babes, and tender as their Mothers ! 
Hear me but this, this once, this Jaſt—what neither 
Then to juſt Heaven 1 kneel, and not to thee,—- 
Here let my Knees toke root. [Kneels. 
Dav. Tho clear and ſpotleſs as the Light you are, 
Yet that muſt be examin'd by the Laws; 
The Lords muſt quit you. 

Q. 417. Muſt the Law then judge me! 

Nay, then I'll riſe with ſhame from this mean Lohe; 
And now feel che Majeſty of Kings, 

Dart from above, to hear it ſelf profan'd ; 
Stretching my Sou! and Limbs to fuch a vaſtneſs, 
As the fir. Race of Mankind ere the Flood, | 
V 3 Heroes more than mortal rul'd the World, 
Come bring me trait to his contemn'd Tribunal; 
Then all the Courage 

Of my imperial Anceſtors inſpire 

This Breaſt, from Fergus rſt, to James my Son, 
Laſt of his Race, that ſway? d the Scetiſßh Globe, 

For fifieen hundred Years ſhine thro' my Face; 
Print on my Fore-head every awiul Look, 

Detend your Royal Right, and for me plead, 
Shoot from my Eyes, and ſtrike my Judges dead. 

Q. k. If Mary's kate were ſentenc'd by this Breath, 
If that were Judge, I wou'd this Hour acquit her 
Depend upon thy Innocence and me, 

When that is clear'd, we both ſhall happy be 
I can no more—Farewe'—Gtief ties wy erb, 
And Pity drowns my Eyes. 

Q. M. Pity'd by you! I will not ay o meanly : 
No, tho in Chains, yet I'm more brave and free, 
Scorn thy baſe Mercy, and do pity thee. | 
Thou canſt not take my L fe 3 but if thou dares, 

I'll leave a Race as numerous by the Stars; 
W hilit chou ſhalt fall with Barrenneſs accurſt, 
And thy tormented Soul, with Enyy burſt; 


To 
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To ſee thy Crown on Mary's Iſſue ſhine, 


And England ever bleſt with Scotlana's Line, 

E. Stay Sifter, Ray 2 5, [Exit guarded, 
Oh? tis too late! | 
She's gone, drag'd from me by the mercileſs Laws, 
Nor can I tear her from the Vulture's Talons; 


But oh! like the diſtracted Motber roar, 


Whoſe Child a Wolf had from its Cradle = 
Haſtes to its aid, and all the way in vain, 
To Heaven, and to the Savage does complain. 


| Speaks the Beaſt kind, till hearing as he flies, 


Betwixt his Teeth her candor Lakai s Cries; 


Then ſhe adds Wings, and in her Flight docs rave, 


With eager Hopes its precious Life to ; fave: - 

But finds the Monſter with her Bowels gor'd, 

And in her Sight, its panting Limbs deveur's: 
| | | „ [Exeunt. 


CHELSLEESLEASS Kc ee 


Enter Morton and Daviſon ſeveral!y, 


Mor. E LL have we met, thou 4/ tachiavel of 
England! 
And rival to great Cecil in his Fame; 
There's ſomething of 2 on thy Brow, 
W hereon J read the great Del inquent 's Fate, 
Dav. Queen Mary is condemn'd, and which is worſe, 
the Sentence of the Duke, mult reſt no longer, 
And Norfolk is this Hour to loſe his Head. 
Mor, The Plot of Barny, to releaſe the Duke, 
Was thought the means to urge his ſpeedy End. 
Dav. He had obtain'd his Pardon but for that, 
His Circumſtance of Treaſon was ſo ſlipht, 
Poor Duke ! the moſt unfortunate and brave. 


He comes to meet his Death, within theſe Walls, 
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To let them meet——her Sentence was pronounc'd, 
And ſhe preparing hither in her Barge, . 

Mor. How did the haughty Queen ſubmit her ſelf? 

Dav. This great Commiſſion, which conſiſted of 
All the Queen's Lords, and Counſellors of State, 

(Of which my ſelf was one, with fiye of the Judges) 
made 5 . WT | 

The higheſt Throne of Juſtice upon Earth 5 

Yet ſhe contemn'd, and ſcorn'd 'em as too baſe, 

To fit upon, and judge a Sovereign Queen. 

Mor, How cou'd you then proceed ? | 

Dav. The Court ofer-ruPd it as a flight Objection, 
And ſaid, they did not try her there, as Queen. 

But as a Perfon taken into Protection. . 

Mor. A nice Diſtinction that, and like your Lawyers. 

Da v. At laſt, having deny'd with Conſtan . 
The Legal Power of this Imperial Court, 

And finding all too plainly prov'd againſt her, 

As a rare Swimmer, ſnipwrack'd on the Ocean, 

Avaſt and dreadiul diſtance from the Shore, 

And hopeleſs grown, with all bis Arts to reach it, 

Gives himſelf o'er contentedly o drown 3 7 

So ſhe fat down, and mildly then ſubmitted, _ . 
Mor. But what was the moſt ſtabbing Proof againſt her ? 
Her Correſpondence had with Babington? | 

Dav. Behold the Duke's juſt coming forth to die; 
The Queen is entering too: *tis as I fear'd, [Exeunt. 


nter Q Mary and Guards. The Duke of Norfolk and 
1 two Guards, as going to Execution. 


Q. M. Muſt the brave Duke, receive bis death to-day ? 
Dow. Alas, ſee where he comes, a ſight will kill you. 


Q. M. Quick, lead me, drive me from this diſmal 


Object, nes 
Will the Queen's Malice hunt me to thelaſt ? 

Nor leave me, when I'm at the Bounds of Death? 
| Was there no time but now? No way but this? 
O hide me in the Boſom of yon Cloud, 

Or cover me with Mountains to avoid him. 


Nor. 
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Nor, My Queen ! my lovely Alban Queen ! ſure I'm 
Already dead, and this the happy Region, 
e Souls, like her's, receive their bleſt Rewards. 
QM. Turn, much wrong'd Duke, ere Death n 
thy Eyes, 
This Moment tear 'em out, as I wou'd mine; 


Shun me, as here thou woud'ſt thy horcid Fate, 
Or Mouth of BaſiliæKk 


Ner. What ſays my Queen ? 


Q. M. Is not thy wrong'd and valiant Spirit ſhock'd ! 


And Death a much more welcome Gueſt than 1 * 
And worſe to ſee me, than to feel the Blow ? 
Nor. By al! your Wrongs, and mine= 
Q. M. O come not near me. 
Tis ſaid, a murder'd Body, tho *tis cold, 
And all its Veins frozen and congeal'd in Death; 
When he approaches nigh that did the Deed, 
_ Warm'd by the mighty Power of juſt Revenge, 
Pours a warm Flood, and bleeds afreſh, 
Why dart you not a Peal of Curſes on me? 
Vour Eyes Promethian Fire to blaſt my Soul? 
And why's not every Hair upon thy Head 
Arm'd like the briſtled Porcupine againſt me ? 
Nor. Love's Wounds may bleed in Death, but no 
Grief eaſe ; 
The Ax, theſe Guards, and this grim Pomp of Fate, 
Stir me no more than a&ed in a play. | 
My Love's immortal, too divine to fear, 
And feels no Horror, but to part with you. 
O cou'd 1 but redeem your precious Life, 
I'd fly to meet the Torments of the Fiends, 
A thouſand Years, and die thus every day. 
Q. M. Alas! moſt pity'd Prince ! force not theſe 
Drops, 
Tears, the kind Balm, to eaſe all tortur ow Breaſts 
But mine; and mine finds no relief be gone oh no 
For you muſt neꝰer return . — let me be gone. 
Nor. For Death I am pre par'd, but not to part wich 
r 


Q. A. 
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Q. M. Twill not be long, ſome two or three ſhort 
Days, 5 Wn | 
Or Hours perhaps, and we ſhall meet again, 
We both are in the Balance, weigh'd for Death, 
You in the ſinking Scale, that's near the Graye, 
And I hang tottering here in hopes to follow. 
Nor. By Mercy, that ſtill guards the Throne of Princes, 
The Queen, tho Woman, ne'er can be ſo cruel. 
What! Shed the Blood, the facred Blood of Kings! 
'Twere Blaſphemy unpardon'd to ſuſpe it. 
But if ſhe dare, I will my ſelf deſcend, 
Arm'd with a Legion in the Shades below, 
Guarding like Gods, the utmoſt Fort of Life, 
And drive your lovely Spirit back, to be 
Inſhrin'd within this ſacred Mould again, 
Q. AM. Oh Duke! are you fo cruel and unkind? 
I had but two priz'd Friends, in all the World, 
The Queen, and you, and ſhe forbids me Earth, 
Will you deny me Heaven? 
Nor. Away, your Danger ſpurs me on the Race, 
Swift as the Mind can think, my Soul ſhall fl, 
And make the Scaffold but one ſtep to Heaven. 
 Q. M. And till I come, your Happineſs to ſee, 
Kneel, and atone th? offended Powers for me. : 
Nor. Yes, all the ſhining Hoſt ſhall-plead your Cauſe, 
Round the Etherial Throne Queen Mary's Wrongs 
Shall be the Theme of their immortal Songs; 
W hilſt for Revenge their Cryſtal Trumpets ſound, 
Till their ſhrill Voice to frighted Mortals bound; 
The Stars ſhal! ſhake, the Elements be aw'd, 
And both the Globes ſhall feel th* avenging Rod. 
Q. M. No more; | 
Our Souls ſhall ſoon a joyful Meeting have; 
But to our Moital Parts, a long Farewel. | 


[Extunt ſeverally, 
(Alcove, with a Table, ben, Ink and Paper, and Chairs] 


Enter Quten Elizabeth and Ladies. 


Q. E. A Midnight Silence ſits upon the Morn, 
The Eye of Day ſhuts, as afraid already, 


And 
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And ſeems the ſetting, not the riſing Sun. 


I want no Glories that the World can give, 
Crowns on my Head, and Kingdoms at my Nod; 
Yet where's the Quiet, where's the Freedom here ? 


Enter Cecil and Daviſon, 
Dav. My Lord, I fear we have tranſgreſs'd too far 
Upon the Queen's moſt private Thoughts, 


Cec, Thoughts, or no Thoughts, we mult and will | 


awake Per. 
Yet hold, let us retire within hearing, 


Till ſhe is pleas'd to call. | [Retire. 


Q. E. Norfoik is now no more. 


His Body's free ſrom Pain, his Mind from Fear, 


And feels, like mine, no doleful Beatings here, 


| Cuſt be this Crown, and this loath'd Scene of Power, 


And curſt this Head that e'er the Magick wore, 
The careleſs Shepherd's Breaſt feels no ſuch Sting, 
More lov'd, obey'd, and happier than a King 
His SubjeQs do not one another hate, 

For Malice, or for Jealouſy of State; 

But harm! eſſy the Ewe, and creſted kim, 
Walk ſide by ſide, and guard the tender Lamb. 


85 


Who's there? Re- enter Daviſon and Cecil. | 


Cec. What wou'd your Majeſty ?: 
Q. E. Welcome, kind Cecil, to aſſiſt me; | 
Welcome, I hope, to rid this Breaſt of Tor tures. 
What ſay the Council to their Queen's Demand? 


Shall my dear Siſter live? Shall I be happy * 


Speak, Daviſon, and tell your Miſtreſs Doom; 
Quick, for my Soul now ſtarts to meet the Sound. 
Dav. May't pleaſe your Maiefty, your faithful Council, 
To what you urg'd, that Mercy ſhou'd be ſhewn 
To one of Mary's Dignity and Sex, 
And near Relation, both in Blood and Title to you ; 
They humbly offer, that no Sex, nor Greatneſs, 
Nay, were they ſprung from the ſame Royal Father, 
Ought to protect Offenders *gainft their Sovereign; 
And bold! y tell you, Mercy is a Crime, 
When it is ſheywn to one that has no Mercy; 


She 


mm - 


he 


Which is not ſafe as long as Mary lives. 


Lis not to truſt to Mercy, but provoke it. 


This all the kindneſs that two Queens can beg ? 


No other Anſwer we can give but this: 


The Death of Queen Elizaberh. 


Daring and ſaucy Subjects wou'd deny us. 
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She wou'd have taken your Life, 


Whom if you ſave, in bopes that Heaven will ſpare you, 


—— — 2 —— — — 


Q. E. Is this the Cenſure then, of your moſt wiſe 


And arbitrary Caution? 


Dav. Mightieſt Queen! 


Do not miſtake what is your Subjects Love ; 
Our only Zeal is for your Royal Safeiy, 


To whom one precious Moment of your Welfare, 
Is far more worth than all our Lives and Fortunes, 1 
Cec. To that Objection of your Majeſty, _ 1 
That this may draw a War from France or Spain ; | 1 
We all agree, with one entire Conſent, | 
It any ſuch ſhou'd be, to guard your Crown | — 
And Royal Perſon, with our Lives and Fortunes; 
And ſuch fond Fears are held impoſſible, 
For they can ne'er hurt England, but by her, 
And all ſuch Dangers at her Death will vamiſh, 
Q. E. Is this your Anſwer to your Sov'reign's Tears? 


Da. All fixt, and firm as Fate, we are reſoly'd 
Like Rocks to ſtand the Tempeſt of vain Pity, 
Since to deny you this, is to be Loyal: 

And to aſſuage the Tyrant Mercy in your Boſom, 


I kneel, and humbly offer to your thinking 

A Saying no leſs true to be obſerv'd, 

Than once was ſaid of Conradine of Sicily, 
And Charles of Anjou, Rivals in a Crown, 
Which is The Death of Mary is the Life 
Of Queen Flizaberth, the Life of Mary, 


Q. E. Hear, you immoital and avenging Powers ! 
Are Kings Vicegerents of your Rule on Earth ? 
Breathes the rich Oil yet fragrant on our Brows ? 
And are we thus oblig'd ? there are but two 
Main Attributes which ſtamp us like your ſelves, 
Mercy and ſole Prerogative, and thoſe 
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Heaven keeps at awful diſtance now, and treats not 


In Viſions counſell'd, or by Prophets warn'd. 


Cec, May't pleaſe your Majeſty Ee, 
Q. E. I'll bear no more—Hail pious Confeſſor, 


I from this Hour the Tyrant will begin, 


In vain we ſprung from Edward's ſacred Line; 5 
Throw off the Saint, and be no more a Queen; 8 


No more be fam'd for merciful abroad, 
But turn my Scepter to an Iron Rod. 


For if thou woudſt be great, thou rather muſt, 


Be fear'd for Cruelty, than lov'd for Juſt: 
Hence and be gone, for I will Thunder bring, 


3 ; [Ex. Dav. and Cec. 
Fell as a Woman, awful as a King. 60¹ 


ng oh. 
What have I done ? With whom ſhall I adviſe? 1 7 


With Kings, as it with Monarchs did of o'd, 


Inſpire my Thoughts Bid Daviſon come back. 


How wretched is my Fate ! 


That on each ſide, on Ruin T muſt run, 
Or take my Siſter's Life, or loſe my own. 


Re-enter Daviſon. 


Dav. I come at your dread Majeſty's Command, 
Q. E. O Daviſon ? Thou art a Man, on whom 
My daily Smiles like Rays adorn thy Perſon ; 
But thou haſt Merits, chat out-ſhine my Bounties. 
Dar. O whither wou'd your Majeſty ! 
Q. E. Thou ſeeſt how thy poor Queen is tortur'd. 


. "Tis vain to hide what thou haſt Eyes to find; 
How backward {| am til] to Cruelty ; 


How loth to drain the Blood even of my Foes. 

Is there no way to ſatisfy my People, 

Nor jealous Power, but by my Siſter's Death ? 
Dav. I wou'd adviſe ; 85 


But oh! What hopes can that Phyſician have 


Of Cure, whoſe Patient throws away his Medicine, 
And ſays that is a Poiſon? Lo, I kneel 
To you, the wiſeſt, charming'ſt Queen on Earth, 
The per fect'ſt Pattern of thoſe Powers above; 
Vet oh! che more y'are good in Mercy ſhine; 
. | 2H, | They 


They ſeem more fixt to ſave ſuch Excellence, 
Which cannot be but by the Deach of Mary. 


Q. E. Screech Owls, dark Navens, and amphibious 


Monſters 


Are ſcreaming in that Voice Fly from my Sight; $ 
Run Monſter, find, and ſeek thy Habitation, 
Where ſuch loath'd Vermin build their fatal N. eſts, 
Or ſink there to the Center as thou kneel'ſt, 
Rather than that ſhou'd be, riſe and be 268. 
Dav. This ſhall not frigh: your Slave from his lov'd Duty, 
Nor from this humble Poſture; no, unleſs 
Tou take this Weapon in your Raya Hand, 
And thruſt it in your Servant's faithful Breaft, 
And let out all my Blood that's Loyal; yet 
When I am dead, ſo well you are belov'd, 
There's none of all your Subjects but wou'd bleſs you, 
Thus knee], implore, and hug'tie Fate that I had. [Ri/es. 


Q. E. Be gone quick, Daviſon, thou fatal ane, 
Thou ſubtle Mouth of the deluding Senate. 


Dav. Alas! what Ends can your kind People hare ' 
W hat private Benefit can they propoſe, 25 
By this Queen's Death, but to preſerye your Reign: 
Which is the all, and uy Bleſſing aim'd at. 


Nenn, conſider. Ps 


Q. E. Oh Daviſon ] | 
Dav. Remember too your Danger News i is brought 
That Spain has an Armado launch'd, ſo vaſt, 
That o'er our narrow Seas will form 2 Bridge, 
To let in all their Living to this Iſland 3 
With iron Rods to ſcourge, and Chains to bind us 2 
Th' affrighted People haſten to their Shores, 
And ſcarcely can perceive a Cloud far off, 


Darkning the Sky, and blackning all the Sea i 
But cry the Armado's coming. 


Q. E. Vain Reports! 
Dav. Upon this dreadful Rumour, ſtrange Alarm, 
I heard it run in Whiſpers thro' the Houſe; 
And all the Lords that fat upon the Queen, 
That this Invaſion was for Mary's ſake; 
And if you will not ſign her * Death, 
3 
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They 
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Foul as the Fact I am about to do. 
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They muſt be forc'd to fly, or ſet up her, 
In hopes that when ſhe reigns, that proſperous Act 
May expiate their Crime in judging her. | 

Q. E. Ha! | | ELD eos 

Davy. Tis moſt true; can you condemn 'em for't ? 
Sign but the Warrant, ſtay the Execution, | 
And then perhaps, your Subjects, when they find 
How much their Queen did condeſcend for them, 
May ſoon relent, and with ſubmiſſive Tears 


Requeſt that Liſe, which you ſo long had begg*d 
In vain of them. 


Q. E. I have conſider'd write 
Dav. Write what ? | ; 
Q. E. Write what thou wilt, write any thing, 
A Warrant for Queen Mary's Execution. 
Queen did I ſay? Oe 
Dav. Oh! good Angels bleſs you! 
Nay Children, whom you have now redeem'd from 
J ; 
May live to the full Age of Man, and ſing 
Your Praiſe. V 


Q. E. Did I ſay Queen? 5 
Shall the fierce Hand of curſt Elixabeth 


Y 


Condemn to die her Couſin and a Queen! 
Diſpatch, and let thy Pen fly o'er the Paper, 


Swift as the Quill upon an Eagle's Wing ! 5 

For if thou giv'ſt my Thoughts one Moment for Repen- 
kane. 

Hadſt thou the Tongue, the Eloquence of Angels, 

It were in vain to alter my Reſol ve. 

Write, write, no matter how, if foul, the better, 


[Daviſon writes. 
Dav. See, I've already done. 5 
Q. E. Quick, quick it muſt, 

| * [Reads. 


To our Lieutenant of the Tower, commanding that 
the next Morning after Sight of this, you ſhall de- 
liver to our Sheriffs of London the Body of your 
Priſoner Mary Stewart. Oh 
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Oh cruel Daviſon ] when thou cam'ſt here, 
Tears ſhou'd have flow'd, much faſter than thy Ink, 
And drown'd her Name with Riyers from thy Eyes. 


Reads. To be beheaded on 4 Scaffold fixt without the 
| Tower. 


And I to this muſt ſign Elixabeth. 
Quick, give my roving Thoughts no time for Reaſon; ; 
But thou, ſucceſsful Devil, put the Pen 
Into my Hand, and Hell into my Boſom. 
Dav. Conſider that it is of no more force, 
Than Teſtaments, that may at any time, 
The Party living, be revok'd and null d. 
Q. E. There, there it is. 2 95 [ $2972 it. 
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[Soft Muſe th ready with Flutes] 


Yet ſtay ; be ſure thou keep'ſt it, as thou woud ſt 

Thy Soul and Body from eternal Fires. 

Think, when J put into tby Hands this Paper, 

Tis not the Life of Mary, but thy Queen's ; 

The moment that thou part'ſt with this dead Warrant, 

May the juſt Stateſman be thy Fortune till, = | 

And all thy Good rewarded be with III; = | 

Tho honeſt, may'ſt thou be a Villain thought, 

And die a Traitor for thy Prince's fault. [Exit. 
Dav. The Deed is done at laſt, EDS 


Euter Morton and Cecil. | 


Cec. Haſt thou got the Paper 2 
Dav. Tis in my Hand. 
Mor. Victorious Daviſon ! 
Eternal Ages ſhall adore thy Statue, _ 
And wiſe Hiſtorians, when this Deed they n nate, 
Shall lift thy Name among the Stars for this. 5 
Cec. Giv't me. PE 
Dav. But had you heard what Execrai — 
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Cec. Oh! no matter, ours be all the blame, 

We'll carry to the joyful Council this, 

To morrow ſhe ſhall die, and the Queen reſt, 

When this hugg'd Cancer's parted from her Breaſt, 


[Exenunts 
| Soft Muſich here. 
LA Table, at the upper end of the Stage.) 


Sueen Mary diſcover'd kneeling, with a Book in her Hand, 
her Women kneeling by her. 


Enter to them Dowglas, and Men Servants. 


Dow. Behold her kneeling! O ye immortal Powers! 
Le Powers that help ſo good and mild as ſhe! 

Send Hoſts of Cherubs down to waft thoſe Sighs. 
Sure all the World's remember'd in thoſe Prayers, 

And in thoſe Tears, thy guilty Foes are waſh'd, 8 

Q. M. Come all of ye, draw near. LQ. comes ſor ward. 


How goes the Day? 
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Dow. The Sun's now 
Mm EE ß 
Q. M. Suppoſe I've but an Hour of Life, that. were 
enoughs 3 . 
The Diſtance up to Heaven, tho it ſeems ſo great, 
Vet tis ſo nigh, and Mercy flies ſo faſt, 
That in leſs while than ſwifteſt Lightning falls. 
It ſaves the poor Delinquent at the bottom, 
That has been Ages tumbling to Perdition, 
| Dow, O ye dread Fates! ye Sovereign Guard of Kings! 
Muſt that Bright Head, be ſnatch'd off by an Ax: 
| Upon whoſe Brow's a Crown, a ſacred Crown? 
Q. M. What matter's it, how we die? . 
When Dead we are all the ſame, there's no diſtinction 
Betwixt a Prince, that on his gorgeous Bed, 
Gives up a pamper'd Ghoſt, and me upon 
Ascaffold, and with that impartial Judge, 


riſen, whoſe Setting you'll ne'er 


That 
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That holds the ſteady equal Beams of Juſtice, 
A Crown weighs light, with Virtue in the Balance. 
Dow. How d- ye, and how bears that precious Heart, 
The expected Moment of its Bodies Fate? 
Q. AM. Ne'er beiter; for my Maids can bear me Witneſs, 
I laid me down to reſt, and all the Night 
Slept like a thoughtleſs Infant, 
Wich Smiles imprinted om iis love iy Cheeks, 
And wak'd with Joy to dreſs me for my Travel: 
Like one, who on a May-Day-Morn ſets out, 
Pleas'd with the Beauties of the Lawns and Fields, 
And hopes to come into his Inn at Night, 
Doro. O Miracle of Innocence! 
Q. M. Thou, Douglas, 
Art young, may'ſt live my Story to relate, 
To Men, that now are Children in the Womb; 
But Melvil, thou haſt been long my faithful Servant, 
Haſte into France and Scotland, when I'm dead; 
There tell the Guſſes, my dear Couſins, and Son, 
Thou ſaw'ſt me die, in the true Faith I liv'd in; 


Not Scotland's Crown, nor E ngtand's Hopes cou'd tempt 
me, 
Nor el; ahteen Years a Pris'ner, to apotatize, 
Nay, nor my Lifes which now! ſeal its Martyrs 

Dow, O Saint like-Goodneſs ! 

Q. M. Y've been faithful all; 
What poor Eſtate, my cruel Wants have left me, 
(Here is my Will) 1 freely giv't among you; 

[Gives 4 Paper, 

Wou'd it were more, as much as you deſerve; 
Nay weep not, here are ſome few Trifles 
I will diſtribute with my own glad Hands: 

Here is ſome Gold and Jewels in this Casket, 
Share em among ye, and a Kiſs to each. [To her Women. 
Heaven bleſs you all: thou, Melvil, take this Ring; ; 
I wou'd not have thee every time thou look'ſt on » 

But ſometimes call to mind, that it was Mary's 
Poor Man! his Griefs, have choak'd his Speech 


[To Dowelas. 
Receiye this Bracelet, from thy Miſtreſs Arm, "_ 
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And tie't about thy Wriſt go to my Son, 
The riſing Sun, from Mary's endleſs Setting, 
And he'll take care of thee, and all of ye. 
Dow. Alas! I quickly ſhall be paſt all care, 
This fatal Day hangs heavier on my Youth 
Than threeſcore Years can do on Dowglas? head. 
M. I've nothing elſe to give, but after me Joys 
In Reverſion. 
Dow, *Twill not be long, ere you will ſhine a Star, 
And light us on our way. 
Q. M. Give me ſome Wine 
begqueaths 
Her laſt kind Wiſhes to you in this Draught, 
I haye no Friends, no Children nigh, but you, 
He whom I bore, wrack'd from theſe tender Bowels, 
Scarce bleſt his joyful Mother for her Labour, 
With his firſt Infant Beams; but was by Villains, 
Like little Romulus, from this Boſom torn, 
And nurſt with Wolves; wherefore my deareſt Friends, 
My faithful, ſuffering, mourning, weeping Servants ! 
Your Queen, your Miſtreſs, drinks to eyery one, 
And all Revenge, and Malice bury'd be 


In this Lind Bow], as is this Wine i in me. | 
[Drinks, all kneel. 


here's to our Miſtreſs; 


- your Miſtreſs here 


NO, — — I - —— 
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Dou. Give me the cup: 
3 [Turns about, puts 3 in the Cup, and drinks, 
And to her Health of Immortality, 
And mine. Behold they come to fetch you. 
Q. M. They are welcome, 
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Enter Cecil, Morton, Lieutenant of the Tower, ang 
Guards. 


— 


My Lord, I have exceties you with 1 

You find me like a chearful, longing Bride: 

if Come, and conduct me to my Bridegroom Death. 
0 | Cec. Alas! I muſt. 

* Q. AH. Bring you no Meſſage from the Queen? 
Nor word of farewel, to her dying Couſin? 


Cec. 
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Cec. Something [he wou'd have ſaid, but burſt in Tears, 
Whilſt with a Groan, her Tortur'd Speech expir'd, | 
And only cry'd, O Mary, and no more. 
Mor. Madam, I kneel, in hopes of your Forgiveneſs. 
Q. A. Thou'ſt done no Ill to me, but as thy Nature: 
A Wolf can do but as a Wolf——thou haſt it. 
Tho Heaven thy horrid Crimes, may ne'er forget, 
But let my Son revenge his Father's Murder, 
Which thou too ſurely didſt, and laid'ſt the Stain on me. 


] 


Enter Daviſon in haſte. 


 _ Dav. I've ſtrange and ſudden News to tell you, 
Juſt now's arriv'd from Scotland, Patrick Grey, 
With Letters to the Queen, which have diſturb'd her; 
But more my Lord, ſhe ſeems incens'd at you. [To Mor. 
I with this Execution had been done, 
Or not to do. „„ 
Cec. We are gone too far already, 
To think of going back. _ 
Dav. Room for the Queen. | 
Madam, *tis fit you wou'd diſmiſs your Servants, 
The Scaffold will be crowded elſe. 
Q. 4. The Queen my Siſter cannot be ſo cruel. 
Shall this poor Body, when its light is out, 
(Which Princeſſes were kneeling proud to deck) 
Its Baſhſulneſs without a Bluſh expos'd ? 
And none of all my Friends, at laſt allow'd | 
To weep, and ſhrowd theſe Limbs, when I am dead, 
Which theſe poor Wretches all, will thank you for. 
Cec. Madam, tho againſt the Orders of our Miſtreſs, 
Two of your Women Servants ſhall attend you, 
And of your Men the like, which beſt ſhall pleaſe you. 
Now have you ought, that we may tell the Queen? 
Q. M. I have but one Requeſt, that ſhe'll permit 
My Friends to bear my Body into France, 
There to be bury'd with my Anceſtors. 
Of Lorrain, whence my Mother was deſcended 
For Scotland, thou that never gav'ſt me Quiet, 
When I was living ; ne'er ſhall reſt me dead. 1 
Da v. 
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Dua. On then, make way there. | 
Q. M. Come near, and you two take me by the Hands; 
For to the laſt, with Decency I will, 
Tho little Port, the Majeſty retain 
Of what I am, the rightful Queen of Scotland, 

Queen Dowager of France, and England's Heir, 

A glorious ſhine of Titles, that wou'd like 

The lambent Beams, around the Heads of Angels, 
Protect a Crown—— Weep not, | 

But take me by the Hands, as you have ſeen 

Your now expiring, then your blooming Queen, 
Brought by two Monarchs, to the Dauphin's Arms, 
Adorn'd with all Love's Pride, and all Love's Charms; 
So lead me to the Place where I may gain, | | 
Immortal Pleaſures, and immortal reign. „ 
„ 105 [Ex. led by two Gentlemen. 


Manent Morton and Dowglas. 


Mor. Why doſt thou weep, and groyel on the Floor? 
Dow, Traitor, becauſe I will not herd with Men. 
ER. * —__  [Faints, and lies GowWne 
*Tis nobler thus to crawl like Snakes and Toads, 

Than live, and have a Face erect like thee. 

Mor, Alas! thou faint'ſt! 3 . 
Do. Hold off thy curſed Hands: I am reſoly'd, 
My Royal Miſtreſs ſhall not fall alone, 

But Hand in Hand, the joyful Courſe we'll ru 
Attend ye bright Inhabitants on high, 
Whilſt I proclaim the imperial Saint is nigh, 
Now, now, ſhe ſtarts, and now begins the Race, 
And now with Bluſhings veils her charming Face; 
The lovely Pillar that ſuſtains her Head, 

Her Snowy Neck, now on the Block is laid; 

Tears in vaſt Torrents, flow from every Eye, 

And Groans, like Thunder, rend the Vaulted Sky; 

The Ax is up, and points the way to Heayen—— 
Now, now, it falls, and now the Stroke is . 4 

Mir 3 wr Re. n Dies. 
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Enter Queen Elizabeth and Attendants 


Q. E. Speak, Morton, Traitor to thy Sovereign, 


Vet give me Comfort, and I'll pardon all, 


Where is the Queen? ſay, do's my Siſter live 2 
| Where is ſhey 


Mor. Dead ere this upon the Scaffold. 
Q. E. Now, who will ſwifteſt run to fave both Queens ? 
Fly faſter than the ruſhing Thought, and he 


That from the lifted Ax, the Dove can ſave, 
Shall be a King. 


Vaniſh, a Kingdom's thy Reward, 


Seize on that Fiend ; Truth has at laſt been kind,- 


And brought to light, *twas he that murder'd Darnly. 
Bind bim f in Chains, and in an Iron Cage, 


Let him be ſent to Scotland to be torturd 


[Ex. Morton drag'd my. 
Ha ! what unthought of diſmal Object's this? 
A ſecond Proſpect ſure of Grief to none; 


The pretty, innocent, and faithful Dowglas, 


Dead with no other Wound, than Sorrow's Dart, 
Or ſome unhappy Poiſon. 


Enter Cecil and Daviſon. 


Cec. Mee I wiſh the Ranſom of our Lives, 


Cou d ſave the Queen's, or mediate our Offence, 
If you ſhall think it ſo ; for ſhe is dead. 


Q. E. How coud'ſt thou be ſo curſt a Villain ] 


| What boots the Thunder, or the Bolts of Kings, 


W hich Traitors fear no more than Summer's Hail, 


Elſe why art thou alive: and why dy'd Mary ſo? 


Cec. Alas! 
Q. E. Remove that Vulture from my ſight, and ace 


Death cannot reach him, the Star-Chamber ſhall, | 
Strip him of all his borrow'd Plumes, and leave him 


As naked as he came into the World. 


Dav. Long may you live, till Heaven at laſt makes 
known, 


The good that Te ſo il deen done. [Exit, 


Q. E. 
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E. O take away thoſe ſad Remains for ever! 
Thy Duſt ſhall have a Royal Monument, 
High as thy Friendſhip ſhall the Marble riſe, 


| And with thy Soul, thy Tomb ſhall reach the Skies. 


[Take off Dowglas. 
Cer. O calm that Boſom, let no Grief 


Moleſt your quiet Spirit in its God- like Manſion. 


Q. E. O Cecil / ſhall I never be at reſt! | 


We are but gaudy Executioners at beſt 3; 


Fixt to our Crowns, we bear the galling Weight 
Of cenſuring Fools, and flattering Knayes of State, 
If we forgive, our Pity is arraign'd, 

If puniſh ! we with Cruelty are ain'd 


In ſome wild Defart, happier *tis to reign. 


O'er Wolves and Tigers, than more cruel Men, 


Hence with vain Glories: I'll no more contend, 


Truſt not in Greatneſs, nor on Crowns depend, 
When Virtue is alone, our ſureſt Friend. | 
Wy [Exeunt, 
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